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A RECEIPT 

TO RESTORE STELLA's YOUTH. 1724-6. 

The Scottish hinds, too poor to house 
Id frosty nights their starving cows, 
While not a blade of gi-ass or hay- 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, 
Must let their cattle range in vain 
For food along the barren plain. 
Meagre and lank with fasting grown. 
And nothing left but skin and bone ; 
ExposM to want, and wind, and weather. 
They just keep life and soul together, 
Till summer showers and evening's dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew ; 
And, as the vegetables rise, 
The famish'd cow her want supplies : 
Without an ounce of last year's flesh ; 
Whatever she gains is young and fresh ; 
Grows plump and round, and full of mettl^ 
As risiog from Medea's kettle, 
With youth and beauty to enchant 
Europa's counterfeit gallant. 



SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Why, StelJa, should you knit your brow, 
If I compare you to a cow ? 
'Tis just the case ; for you have fasted 
So long, till all your flesh is wasted ; 
And must against the warmer days 
Be sent to Quilca down to graze ; 
Where mirth, and exercise, and air, 
Will soon your appetite repair : 
The nutriment will from within. 
Round all your body, plump your skin ; 
Will agitate the lazy flood, 
And fill your veins with sprightly blood : 
Nor flesh nor blood will be the same, 
Nor aught of Stella but the name ; 
For what was ever understood. 
By human kind, but flesh and blood ? 
And if your flesh and blood be new, 
You'll be no more the former you ; 
But for a blooming nymph will pass, 
Just fifteen, coming summer's grass. 
Your jetty locks with garlands crown'd : 
While all the 'squires for nine miles round, 
Attended by a brace of cui-s. 
With jockey boots and silver spurs, > 

No less than justices o' quorum. 
Their cow-boys bearing cloaks before 'em, 
Shall leave deciding broken pates. 
To kiss your steps at Quilca gates. 
But, lest yon should my skill disgrace, 
Come back before you're out of case ; 
For if to Michaelmas you stay. 
The new-bora flesh will melt away ; 
The 'squire in scorn will fly the house 
For better game, and look for grouse ; 
But here, before the frost can mar it, 
Wall make it firm with beef and daret. 



(3) 
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STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 1 724-5- 

As, wheo a beauteous nymph decays, 
We say, she's past her dancing days; 
So poets lose their feet by time, 
And can no longer dance in rhyme. 
Your annual bard had rather chose 
To celebrate your birth in prose : 
Yet merry folks, who want by chance 
A pair to make a countiy dance. 
Call the old housekeeper, and get hq- 
To fill a place, for want of better : 
While Sheridan is off the hooks, 
And friend Delany at his books, 
That Stella may avoid disgrace. 
Once more the Dean supplies their place> 

Beauty and wit, too sad a truth ! 
liave always been confin'd to youth ; 
The god of ivit and beauty's queen. 
He twenty-one, and she fifteen, 
No poet ever sweetly sung, 
Unless he were, like Phoebus, young ; 
Kor ever nymph inspired to rhyme. 
Unless, like Venus, in her prime. 
At fifty-six, if this be true. 
Am I a poet fit for you ? 
Or, at the age of forty-three, 
Are you a subject fit for me ; 
Adieu ! bright wit, and radiant eyes ! 
You must be grave, and I be wise. 
Our fate in vain we would oppose : 
But I'll be stiU yo ur Mend in prose 



SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Esteem and fneodship to expresB, 
Will not requii-e poetic dress ; 
And, if the Muse deny her aid 
To have them suog, they may be said. 

Bat, Stella, say, what evil tongue 
Reports you are no longer young ; 
That Time sits, with his sithe to mow 
Where ei'st sat Cupid with his bow ; 
That half your locks are turn'd to gray P 
111 ne'er believe a word they say. 
'Tis true, but let it not be known, 
My eyes are somewhat dimmish grown : 
For nature, always in the right. 
To your decays adapts my sight ; 
And wrinkles undistinguish'd pass, 
For I'm asbam'd to use a glass ; 
And till I see them with these eyes^ 
Whoever says you have them, lies. 

No length of time can make you quit 
Honour and virtue, sense and wit : 
Thus you may still be young to me. 
While I can better hear than see. 
O, ne'er may Fortune show her spite. 
To make me deaf, and mend my sight ! 



EPIGRAM ON WOOD'S BRASS MONEl^ 

Carteret was welcom'd to the shore 
First with the brazen cannon's roar ; 
To meet him next the soldier comes, 
With brazen tnimps and brazeo drums ; 



WAWT OF SILVER. 

Approaching near the town, he hean 

The brazen bells salute his ears : 

But, when Wood's brass began to sound. 

Guns, tnimpetSi drums, and bells, were drown'd. 



A SIMILE, ON OUR WANT OF SILVER, 

AND THE ONLY WAY TO BRMEDY IT. 1725. 

As when of old some scMrceress threw 
O'er the moon's face a sable hue, 
To drive unseen her magic chair. 
At midnight through the darken'd air $ 
Wise people, who believ'd with reason 
That this eclipse was out of season, 
Affirm'd the moon was sick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter spell. 
Ten thousand cymbals now begin 
To rend the skies with brazen din ; 
The cymbals' rattling sounds dispel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to helL 
The moon, deliver'd from her pain, 
Displays her silver face again. 
Note here, that in the chemic style. 
The moon is silver all this while. 

So (if my simile you minded, 
Which I confess is too longwinded) 
When late a feminine magician,^ 
Join'd with a brazen politician, 
Expos'd to blind the nation's eyes, 
A parchmentf of prodigious size ; 

* A great lady was said to have been bribed hy Wood. N 
The patent for colaiiig halQience. N. 
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Goiiceard behind that ample Ecre^ir, 

There was no silver to be seen. 

But to tills parchment let the Drapieiv 

Oppose his countercharm of paper, 

And ring Wood's copper in oar ears 

So loud till all the nation hears ; 

That sound will make the parchment shrivjel. 

And drive the conjurers to the Devil : 

And when the sky is grown serencv 

Our silver will appear again*. 



WOOD AN mSECT. 1725-: 

Bt long observation I have understood, 
That two little vermin are kin to Will Wood. 
The first is an insect they call a wood-louse^ 
That folds up itself in itself for a house, 
As round as a ball, without head, without tall, 
Inclos'd cap d /»e, in a strong coat of mail. 
And thus William Wood to mj fancy appears 
In fillets of brass rolFd up to his ears : 
And over these fillets he wisely has thrown^ 
To keep out of danger, a doublet of stone.* 
The louse of the wood for a medicine is us'd^ 
Or swallow'd alive, or skilfully brub'd. 
And, let but our mother Hibernia contrive 
To swallow Will Wood either bruis'd or alive. 
She need be no more with the jaundiee possest, 
Or sick of obstructions, and pains in her chest. 

The next is an insect we call a wood-worm. 
That lies in old wood like a hare in her form ; 

« Be was id jaU for debt F. 
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With teeth or with claws it will bite or will sGnrtcb, 
And chambermaids christen thi9 worm a deathwatch ; 
Because like a watch it always cries click ; 
Then wo be to those in the house who are sick : 
For, as sure as a gun, they will give up the ghost. 
If the maggot cries click when it scratches the pott* 
But a kettle of scalding hot water injected 
Infallibly cures the timber affected : 
The omen is broken, the danger is over ; 
The maggot will die, aod the sick will recover. 
Such a worm was Will Wood, wh n he scratchM at the 

door 
Of a governing statesman or favourite whore : 
The death of our nation he seemM to foretell. 
And the sound of his brass we took for our knell. 
But now, siuce the Drapier has heartily mauPd Urn, 
I think the best thing we can do is to scald him. 
For which operation there's nothing more proper 
Than the liquor he deals in, his own melted copper ; 
Unless, like the Dutch, you rather would boil 
This coiner of raps^ in a cauldron of oil. 
Then choose which you please, and let each bring a 

feggot, ^ 

For our fear's at an end with the death of the maggot. 



PROMETHEUS, 

•K WOODf THE patentee's IRISH UALFPEMCS. 

1724. 

As when the squire and tinker Wood, 
Gravely consulting Ireland's good, 

* Counterfeit halfpence. F. 

i St€ as account of Wood's prqject in the Drapier's iiettera. N. 
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Together xmogled in a mass 

Smith's dust, aod copper, lead, and farass; 

The mixture^tiius by chymic art 

United dose in ev'ry part, 

In fillets Toird, or cut in pieces, 

Appeared like one continue species ; 

And, by.the forming engine strode, 

On all the same impression stuck. 

So, to confound this hated coin, 
All parties and religions join ; 
Whigs, tories, trimmers, Hanoverians!, 
Quakers, conformists, presbyterians, 
Scotch, Irish, English, French unite, 
With equal interest, equal spite ; 
Togetlier mingled in a lump. 
Do all in one opinion jump; 
And ev'ry one Jiiegins to find 
The same impression on his mind. 

A strange event ! whom gold incites 
To blood^ aod quarrels, brass unites : 
So goldsmiths say, the coarsest stuff 
Will serve for solder well enough : 
So by the kettle^s lou^ alarm 
The bees are gather^ to a swarm : 
So by the brazen trumpet's bluster 
Troops of all tongues and nations muster : 
And so the harp of Ireland brings 
Wbole crowds about its brazen strings. 

II. 
There is a chain let down from Jove. 
But fastened to his throne above. 
So strong that from the lower end, 
They say, all human things depend. 



PROMETHEUS. 4» 

Thk^diaio, as aodeat poets bold, 
When Jove was young, was made of g<^. 
Prometheus once this chain purioin'd^ 
IKssoly'd, and into money coinM ; 
Then whips me on a chain of brass : 
(Venus* was bribed to let it pass.) 

Now while this brazen chain prevail'c^ 
Jove saw that all devotion fail'd : ^ 

No temple to his godship rais'd ; 
No sacrifice at altars blazed ; 
In short, such, dire confusion follow'd. 
Earth must have been in chaos swaUow'd. 
Jove stood amazed ; but looking round, 
With much ado the cheat he found; 
^Twas plain he could no longer hold 
The world in any chain but gold ; 
And to the god of wealth, his brother, 
Sent Mercury to get another. 

Prometheus on a rock is laid, 
Tied with a chain himself had made^ 
On icy Caucasus to shiver, 
While vultures eat his growing liver. 

III. 
Ye pow'jTS of Grub-street, make me aUe 
Discreetly to apply this fable ; 
Say, who is to be understood 
By that old thief Prometheus ? Wood. . 
For Jove, It is not hard to guess him ; 
I mean his majesty, God bless him. 
This thief and blacksmith was so bold, 
He strove to steal that chain of gold, 

■* A great lady was said to have been bribed by Wood. N. 

X 2 
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Which liDks the subject to the kiag, 
And change it for a brazen string. 
But sure, if nothing else must pass 
Between the king and us but brass. 
Although the chain will never orack. 
Yet our devotion may grow slack. 

But Jove will soon convert, I hope, 
This brazen chain into a rope ; 
With which Prometheus shall be ti'd, 
And high in air for ever ride ; 
Where, if we find his liver grows, 
For want of vultures, we have crows. 



ON WOOD THE IRONMONGER. 1725, 

Salmokeus, as the Grecian tale is, 
Was a mad coppersmith of Ells f 
Dp at his forge by morning peep-. 
No creature in the lane could sleep; 
Among a crew of roystering fellows 
Would sit whole evenings at the alehouse : 
His wife and children wanted bread, 
While he went always drunk to bed. 
This vapouring scab must needs devi^ 
To ape the thunder of the skies : 
With brass two fiery steeds he shod 
To make a clatterli^ as they trod. 
Of polish'd brass his flaming car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar : 
And up he mounts into the box. 
And he must thunder, with a pox. 
Then furious he begins his march. 
Drives rattling o'er a brazen arck 



ON WOOD THE IRONJAONQEK. 1 1 

With squibs and crackers arm'd, to throir 
Among tlie trembling crowd below. 
All ran to prayers, both priests and laity, 
To pacify this angry deity : 
When Jove, in pity to the town, 
With real thunder kuock'd him doWn. 
Then what a huge delight were all in, 
To see the wicked varlet sprawling ; 
They searched his pockets on the placp, 
And found his copper all was base; 
They laugh'd at such an Irish blunder, 
To take the noise of brass for thunder. 

The moral of this tale is proper, 
Apply 'd to Wood's adulterate copper; 
Which, as he scattered, we like dolts. 
Mistook at first for thunderbolts, 
Before the Drapier shot a letter, 
(Nor Jove himself could do it better) 
Which, lightning on th' impostor's crown^ 
ftike real thunder knock'd him down. 



WILL WOOD'S PETITION 
TO THE PEOPLE QF IRELAND; 

BSING AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG, SUPPOSED TO BE MADE 
AND SUNa IN THE STREETS OF DUBLIN, BT WIL- 
LIAM WOOD, IRONMONGER AND HALFPENNYMOK- 
GER. 1725. 

My dear Irish folks, 
Come leave oflf ydur jokes. 
And buy up my halfpence so fine ; 

a2 
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So fair and so bright, 
They'll give you delight; 
Obeenre how they gHsten and shine I 

They'll sell to my grie^ 

As cheap as neckbee^ 
For counters at cards to your wife; 

And every day 

Your children may play 
Spanfarthing, or toss on the knife. 

Come hither, and try ; 

I'll teach you to buy 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : 

Come: threepence a score, « 

I ask you no more, 
And a fig for the Drapier and Harding.*' 

When tradesmen have gold. 

The thief will be bold, V 

By day and by night for to rob him r 

My copper is such, ; ^' 

No robber will touch. 
And so you may daintily bob him, 

The little blackguard, 

Who gets very hard 
His halfpence for cleaning your shoes : 

When his pockets are cramm'd 

With mine and be d — 'd, 
Qe mMf swear he has nothing to losee 

* Tbe Drapier'i printer. F 



> 
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Here's halfpence id plentj, 

For one 70tt'll have twenty. 
Though thousands are not worth a pudden*. 

Your neighbours will think. 

When your pocket cries chink, 
Toil are grown plaguy rich on a sudden* 

You will be my thankers, 

I'll make you my bankers, 
As good as Ben Burton or Fade t* 

For nothing shall pass 

But my pretty te-ass, 
And then you'll be all of a trade.' 

I'm a son of a whore 

If I have a word more 
To say in this wretched condition; 

If my coin will not pass, 

I most die like on ass; 
4^d so I conclude my petitioiK, 



A NEW SONG 
ON wood's halfpbkcb. 

Yb people of Ireland, both country and city. 
Come listen with patience, and hear out my ditty :- 
At this time 111 choose to be wiseY than witty. 

Which nobody can deny. 

* Tiro flunotts banken* F. 
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The halfpence are coming, the nation's undoing, 
There's an end of your ploughing, and baking, and 

brewing; 
In short, you must all go to rack and to ruin. 

Which, ic. 

Both high men and low men, tod thick men and tall 

men. 
And rich men and poor men, and free men and thralt 

men. 
Will suffer ; and this man, and that man, and all men. 

Which, &c 

The soldier is ruin'd, poor man ! by his pay; 
His fivepence will prove but a farthing a day. 
For meat, or for drink ; or he must run away. 

Which, d^. 

When he pulls out his twopence, the tapster says not, 
That ten times as much he must pay for hb shot ; 
And thus the poor soldier must soon go to pot 

Which, Spbi 

If he goes to the baker, the baker will hufl^ 
And twentypence have for a twopenny loaf. 
Then, dog, rogue, and rascal, and so kick and cuff. 

Which, ^. 

Again, to the market whenever he goes, 
The butcher and soldier must be mortal foes, 
One cuts off an ear, and the other a nose. 

Which, Jic. 
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The butcher b stout, and he vahies do swagger ; 
A cleaver's a match any time for a dagger, 
And a blue sleeve may give such a cuff as maj stagger. 

Which, &c» 

The beggars themselves will be broke io a trice^ 
When thus their poor farthings are sunk in their price; 
When nothing is left, they must live on their lice. 

Which, 4^. 

The squire possess'd of twelve thousand a year, 
O Lord; What a mouotain his rents would appear! 
Should he take them, he would not have houseroom, J 
fear. 

Which, doj; 

Though at present he lives in a very large house. 
There would then not be room in it left for a mouse $ 
But the squire's too wise, he will not take a souse. 

Which, ^ 

The farmer, who comes with his rent in this casli^ 
For taking these counters, and being so rash, 
Will be kicked out of doors, both himself and his trad^ 

Which, 40;;; 

For, in all the leases that ever we hold. 

We must pay our rent in good silver and gold, 

And not in brass tokens of such a base mould; 

Which, ^. 

The wisest of lawyers all swear, they will warrant 
JETo money but silver and gold can be current ; 
Aod, since they will swear it, we all may be sure on't 

Which, ^ 
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And, I thiak, after all, H would be very 8trafige» 
To ^ye current money for base in exchange^ 
like afine ladj vwopping her moles for the mange* 

A/Thicb, &c. 

But read the king's patent, and there you will find. 
That no man need take them but who has a mind. 
For which we must say that his Majesty's kind. 

Which, &c. 

ITow Ood bless the Drapier who open'd our eyes ! 
I'm tare, by his book, that the writer is wise : 
He shows us the cheat, from the end to the rise. 

Which, &c 

Nay, farther he shows it a very hard case. 
That this fellow Wood, of a very bad race, 
Should oi all the fine gentry of Ireland take place. 

Which, &i6«^ 

That he and his halfpence should come to weigh dowa 
Our subjects so loyal and true to the crown $ 
But I hope, after all, that they will be his own. 

Which, Ao< 

This book, I do tell you, is writ for your goods, 
And a very good book 'tis against Mr. Wood's ; 
If you stand true together, he's left in the suds. 

Which, 4fiC. 

Ye shopmen, and tradesmen, and farmers, go read it. 
For I think in my soul at this time that you need it; 
Or egad, if you dou't, there's an end of your credit 

Which nobody can AeujK 
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A SERIOUS POEM 

VfON WlLTilAM WOOD, BRAZIKR, TINKER, HARDWARE 
MAN, COINER, FOUNDER, AND SMiriRE. 

When foes are overcome, we preserve them froii 
daughter, 
To be hewers of Wood, aud drawers of water. 
Now, although to draw water is not very good ; 
Tet we all should rejoice to be hewers of Wood^ 
I own, it has ofleoprovok'd me to mutter. 
That a rogue so obscure should make such a clutter. 
But ancieiit philosophers wisely remark, 
That old rotten Wood will shine in the dark. 
The Heathens, we read, had Gods made of Wood, 
Who could do them no harm, if thej did them no good \ 
But this idol Wood may do us great evil : 
Their Gods were of Wood ; but our Wood is the Devil, 
To cut down fine Wood, is a very bad thing; 
And yet we all know much gold it will bring : 
Then, if cutting down Wood brings money good stor^ 
Our money to keep, let us cut down one more. 

Now hear an old tale : There anciently stood 
(I foiget in what church) an image of Wood. 
Concerning this image, there went a prediction. 
It would bum a whole forest ; nor was it a fiction^ 
'Twai cut into faggots and put to the flame, 
To bum an old friar, one Forest by name. 
My tale is a wise one, if well understood : 
Find you but the Friar; and I'll find the Woo4. 

I hear, among scholars there is a great doubt. 
From what kind of tree this Wood w as hewn out. 
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Teague made a good pun by a brogUe in his speechV 
And said, ^ By my shoul, he's the son of a Besch.'* 
Some call him a Thora, the curse of the nation, 
As Thorns were designed to be from the creatioc^. 
Some think him cut out from the poisonous Yew, 
Beneath whose ill shade no plant ever grew. 
Some says he's a birch, a thought very odd ; 
For none but a dunce would come under his rod> 
But I'll tell the secret; and pray do not blab : 
He is an old stump, cut out of a Crab ; 
And England has put this Crab to a hard use, 
To cudgel our bones, and for drink give us verjuicej 
And therefore his witnesses justly may. boast. 
That none are more properly knights of the Pos^v 

I ne'er could endure my talent to smother : 
I told you one tale, and I'll tell you another. 
A joiner, to fasten a saint in a nitch, 
Bor'd a large augiur-hole in the image's breech^ 
But, finding the statue to make no complaint. 
He would ne'er be convioc'd it was a true saint. 
Wlien the trae Wood arrives, as he soon will, no doi}))j^ 
(For that's but a sham Wood they carry about :*) 
What stuff he is made of you quickly may find. 
If you make the same trial, and boi*e him behind. 
I'll hold you a groat, when you wimble his bum, 
He'll bellow as loud as the Devil ia a drum. 
From me, I declare, you shall have no denial ; 
And there can be no harm in making a trial : 
And, when to the joy of your hearts he has roar'd, 
You may show him about for a new groaning board. 

Hear one story more, and then I will stop. 
I dream'd Wood was told he should die by a drop : 

* He wzB frequently bunit io effigy. F. 
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So methought he resolyed no liquor to taste, 
For fear the first drop might as well be his last 
But dreams are like oracles; 'tis hard to explan 'em ; 
For it prov'd that he died of a drop at Kilmainham.* 
I wak'd with delight ; and not without hope. 
Very soon to see Wood drop down from a rope. 
How he, luid how .we, at eacb other should grin ! 
'Tis kindness to hold a friend up by the chin. 
But soft ! says the Herald ; I cannot agree ; 
For metal on metal is false heraldry. 
Why, th$it may be true ; yet Wood upon Wood, 
ni maJQtain with my life, is heraldry good. 



TO QUILCA, 

A COUNTRY HOUSE OF DR. SHERIDAJEjl; 
IN NO TERY GOOD REPAIR, 1 725. 

I4ET me thy properties explain : 
A rotten cabin dropping rain ; 
Chlmnies with scorn rejecting smoke ; 
Stool% tables, chairs, and bedsteads broki&. 
Here elements have lost their uses, 
Air ripens not, nor earth produces; 
In vain we make poor Shelah"^ toil, 
Fire will not roast, nor water boil. 
Through all the valleys, hills, and plains, 
The goddess Want in triumph reigns : 
And her chief officers of state, 
Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around her wait. 

* Their place of execution. F. 
f The name of an Irish servaat. N. 
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THB BLESSINGS OF A COUNTRY LIFB. 1725.. 

Far from our debtors; no DuUin letters ; 
Ifor seen bj our betters. 

THB FLAGUES OF A COUNTRY LIFB. 

A companion with news ; a great "want of shoes ; 
Eat lean meat, or choose ; a church without pewsi^ 
Our horses astraj ; no straw, oats, or haj ; 
December in May ; our boys run away ; all servants at 
play. 



ON STEALING A CROWN 
WHEN THE DEAN WlVS ASLEEP. 

BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

Dear Dean, since you in sleepy wise 

Have opM your mouth, and clos'd your eyes 5. 

Lake ghost, I glide along your floor, 

And softly shut the parlour door : 

For, should I break your sweet repose, 

Who knows what money you might lose; 

Since oftentimes it has been found, 

A dream has given ten thousand pound ? 

Then sleep, my friend ; dear Dean, sleep o(t 

And all you get shall be your own ; 

Provided you to this agree, 

That all you lose belongs to me., 
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THE DEAN'S ANSWEE. 

So, about twelve at night, Uie punk 

Steab from the cully when he's dnink^ 

Nov 18 contented with a treat, 

Withoat her privilege to cheat. 

Nor can I the least difference find, 

But that you left no clap behind. 

But, jest apart, restore, you capon ye, 

My twelve thirteens* and sixpence ha'penny* 

To eat my meat, a^id drink my medlicot. 

And then to give me such a deadly cut — 

But 'tis observ'd, that men in gowns 

Are most inclin'd to plunder crowns. 

Could you but change a orown as easy 

As you can steal one, how 'twould please ye ! 

I thought the ladyf at St Catharine's 

Kiew how to set you better patterns ; 

For this I will not dine with Agmondidiam,| 

And for his victuab let a ragman disb'ero. 



* A shilling passes for thirteen pence in Ireland. F. 
t Lady Mountcashel. Seevol.xvii. N. ^ 

I Agmondisham Vesey, Esq. of Lucan, in the county of Dnblioj 
comptroller and accomptant general of Ireland, a very worthy gen-* 
tleinan, for whom the Dean had a great esteem. F- 
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ODE TO SCIENCE.* 

O, HBAVSNLT boTO ! 10 deepest dells 
If fairest science ever dwells 

Beneath the mossy cave ; 
Indulge the verdure of the woodsy 
With azure beauty gild the floods, 

And flowery carpets lave. 

-For, melancholy ever reigns 
Delighted in the sylvan scenes 

With scientific light ; 
Willie Dian, huntress of the vales, 
Seeks lulling sounds and fanning, gales. 

Though wrapt from mortal sight. 

Tet, goddess, yet the way explore 
With magic rites and heathen lore 

Obstructed and depressed : 
Till Wisdom give the sacred Nine, 
Untaught, not uninspir'd, to shine^ 

By Reason's power redress'd. 

When Solon and Lycurgus taught^ 
To moralize the human thought 

Of mad opinion's maze, 
To erring zeal they gave new lawSv 
^ Thy charms, O Liberty, the cause 

That blends congenial rays. 

^ Thit it written in the same stjle, and with the same desigBi a; 
Kil "Ij«re Song in the modern Taete.** H. 
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Bid bright Astrsea gild the morn, 
Or bid a hundi-ed buds be bora. 

To hecatomb the year; 
Without thy aid, in vain the poles, 
In vain the zodiac system rolls, 

In vain the lunar sphere. 

Come, fairest princess of the throng, 
Bring sweet philosophy along, 

In metaphysic dreams; 
While raptur'd bards no more behold 
A vernal age of purer gold. 

In Heliconian streams. 

Drive Thraldom with malignant hand. 
To curse some other destin'd land. 

By Folly led astray ; 
lerae bear on azure wing; 
Energic let her soar, and sing 

Thy universal sway. 

So, when Amphion bade the lyre 
To more majestic sound aspire, 

Behold the madding throng. 
In wonder and oblivion drown'd, 
To sculpture turn'd by magic sound. 

And petrifying song. 
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STELLA'S BIBTH-DAY. 

MARCH 13, 1726-7. 

This day, ivhate'er the Fates decree, 
Sball still be kept with joy by me : 
This day then let us not be told. 
That you are sick, and I grown old ; 
^Xor think on our approaching ills, 
And talk of spectacles and pills ; 
To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear such mortifying stuff. 
Yet, since from I'eason may be brought 
A better and more pleasing thought. 
Which can, in spite of all decays, 
Support a few remaining days ; 
From not the gravest of divines 
Accept for once some serious lines. 

Although we now can form j9io more 
Long schemes of life, as heretofore ; 
Tet you, while time is running fast, 
Can look with joy on what is past. 

Were future hafppiness and pain 
A mere contrivance of the brain; 
As atheists argue, to entice 
And fit their proselytes for vice ; 
(The only comfort they propose, 
To have companions in their woes) 
Crant this the case ; yet sure 'tis hard 
That virtue, styl'd its own reward, 
And by all sages understood 
To be the chief of human good^ 
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Should acting die ; nor leave behind 
Some lasting pleasure in the mind, 
Which, by remembrance, nvill assuage 
Grief, sickness, poverty, and age ; 
And strongly shoot a radiant dart 
To shine through life's declining part 

Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
Reflecting on a life well spent ? 
Your skilful hand employed to save 
Despairing wretches from the grave ; 
And then supporting with your store 
Those whom you dragged from death before ? 
So Providence on mortals waits, 
Preserving what it first creates. 
Tour generous boldness to defend 
An innocent and absent friend ; 
That courage which can make you just 
To merit humbled in the dust ; 
The detestation you express 
For vice in all its glittering dress ; 
That patience under torturing pain. 
Where stubborn stoics would complain : 
Must these like empty shadows pass. 
Or forms reflected from a glass ? 
Or mere chimeras in the mind. 
That fly, and leave no marks |;)ehind ? 
Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years ago ? 
And, had it not been still supplied, 
It must a thousand times have died. 
Then who with reason can maintain 
That no effects of food remain ? 
And is not virtue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the mind ; 

TOL. XT. B 



26 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Upheld by each good action pagt, 
And still continued by the last ? 
Then, i;rho with reason can pretend 
That all effects of vurtue end ? 

Believe me, Stella, when you show 
That true contempt for things below, 
IN'or prize your life for other ends, 
Than merely to oblige your friends ; 
Your former actions claim their part, 
And join to fortify your heart 
For Virtue, in her daily race, 
liike Janus, bears a double face ; 
Looks back with joy where she has gone, 
And therefore goes with courage on : 
She at your sickly couch will wait, 
And guide you to a better state. 

O then, whatever Heaven intends^ 
Take pity on your pitying friends ! 
Nor let your ills affect your mind. 
To fancy they can be unkind. 
Me, surely me, you ought to spai-e, 
Who glaldly would your suffering share ; 
Or give my scrap of life to you, 
And think it far beneath your due ; 
Too, to whose care so oft I owe 
That I'm alive to tell you sa 
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HORACEi BOOK I. ODE XIT. 

PAJIAPHBASED, AKD INSCBIBED TO IRELAND; I72(^. 

THE INSCRIPTION. 
Poor floating iile, tost on ill-fortune's wave, 
OrdaioM by fate to be the land of sla«'ei ; 
Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted stand : 
Thou, fixM of old, be now the moving landP 
Although the metaphor be worn and staler 
Betwixt a state, and vessel under sail ; 
Let me suppose thee for a ship a while, 
And thus address thee in the sailor^s stj^le. 

Ukhapft ship, thou ai-t returuM in vain ; 

New wayeg diall drive thee to the deep again. 

Look to thyself, and be no more the sport 

Of giddy winds, but make some friendly port 

Lost are thy oars, that usM thy course to guid^ 

Like faithful counsellors, on either side ; 

Thy mast, which like some aged patriot stood 

The single pillar for his country's good, 

To lead thee, as a stalT directs the blind, 

Behold it cracks by yon rough eastern wind. 

Your cables burst, and you must quickly, feel 

The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 

Thus commonwealths receive a foreign yoke, 
^ When the strong cords of union once are broke* 

Tom by a sudden tempest is thy sail, 

Ezpaoded to invite a milder gale. 
Ab wrhen some writer in a public cause 
I ffis pen, to save a sinking nation, draws. 

While all is calm, his arguments prevail; 

The people's voice expands his paper sailj; 
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Till poTrer, discharging all her stormy bags, 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation scar'd, the author doomM to death, 
Who fondly put his trust in popular breath. 

A larger sacrifice in rain you vow ; 
There's not a power above will help you now : 
A nation thus, who oft Heaven's call neglects, 
In vain from injur'd Heaven relief expects. 

'Twill not avail, when thy strong sides are brok 
That thy descent is from the British oak ; 
Or, when your name and family you boast, 
From fleets triumphant o'er the Gallic coast, 
Such was leme's claim, as just as thine. 
Her sons descended from the Bntish line ; 
Her matchless sons, whose valour still remains 
On French records for twenty long campaigns ; 
Yet, from an empress now a captive grown. 
She sav'd Britannia's rights, and lost her own. 
. In ships decay'd no mariner confides, 
Lur'd by the gilded stern and painted sides : 
Yet at a ball unthinking fools delight 
In the gay trappings of a birthday night : 
They on the gold brocades and satins rav'd. 
And quite forget their country was enslav'd. 
Dear vessel, still be to thy steerage just, 
Nor change thy course with eveiy sudden gust ; 
Like supple patriots of tlie modern sort, 
Who turn with every gale that blows from court. 

Wear}' and seasick when in thee confin'd, 
Now for thy safety cares distract my mind ; 
As those who long have stood the storms of state. 
Retire, yet still bemoan their country's fate. 
Beware^ and when you hear the surges roar, 
Avoid the rocks on Britain's angry shore. 
Tbey lie, alag ! too easy to be found ; 
For thee alone they lie Ihc laWd Youud. 
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TERSES ON TH£ SUDDEN DRYING UP OF 

ST. PATRICK'S WELL, 

Near Trinity College, Dublin, 1726. 

Bt holy zeal iospir'd, and led by fame, 

To thee, once favourite isle, with joy I carae ; 

What time the Goth, the Vandal, and the Hun, 

Had niy own native Italy* o'errun. 

lerne, to the world's remotest parts, 

RenowuM for valour, policy, and arts. 

Hither from Colchos,t with the fleecy ore, 
Jason arriv'd two thousand years before. 
Thee, happy island, Pallas call'd her own. 
When haughty Britain was a land unknown ^ 
From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
The glorious founder of their kingly race : 
Thy martial sons, whom now they dare despise, 
Did once their land subdue and civilize : 
Their dress, their language, and the Scottish name. 
Confess the soil from whence the victors came. 
Well may they boast that ancient blood, which runs 
Within their veins, who are thy younger sons. 

* Italy was not properly the oatiire place of St. Patrick, but tlie 
place of his education, and where he received his mission ; and be- 
cause he had his new birth there, hence by poetical licence, and by 
tcriptore figure, our author calls that country his native Italy. H. 

f Orpheus, or the ancient author of the Greek poem on the Aigo- 
naotic expedition, whoever he be, says, that Jason, who manned the 
diip Am^os at Thesfialy, sailed to Ireland. H. 

X Tacitus, in the life of Julius Agricola, says, that the harbonrs of 
Ir^nd, on account of their commerce, were better ;known to the 
vorld than those of Britain. H. 
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A conquest and a colooyfrom thee, 

The mother-kiDgdoQj left lier children free ; 

From thee no mark of slavery the j felt : 

Not so with tliee thy base invaders dealt ; 

Invited here to vengeful Morrough's aid,* 

Those \T])om they could not conquer, they betray'U; 

Britain, hy thee we fell, ungrateful isle I 

Tsot by thy valour, but superior guile : 

Britain, with shainc, confess tliis land of mine 

f^rst taught thee human knowledge and divine ;t 

My prelates and my students, sent from hence, 

J^Tadc your sons converts both to God and senses 

iVot like the pastors of thy ravenous breed, 

Who come to fleece the flocks, and not to feed. 

Wretched lerne ! with what grief I see 
The fatal changes Time has made in thee ! 
The Christian rites I inti'oducM in vain : 
ho ! infidelity return'd again ! ^ 

Freedom and virtue in thy sons I found. 
Who DOW in vice and slavery are drown'd. 

By &ith and prayer, this crosier in my hand^ 
I drove the venom'd serpent from thy land : 
The shepherd in his bower might sleep or sing4 
jN'or dread the adder's tooth, nor scorpion's sting. . 

* In the reign of Henry II. Dermot M*Morrough, king of VA- 
«ter, being deprived of his kingdom by Roderick 0*CoDnor, hiqfe of 
Connauglit, he invited the English over as auxiliaries, and praivM 
Richard Strongbow, Earl of Pembroke, his daughter and aU hit 
dominions as a portion. By tliis assistance, M'Morroagh reeovcred 
his crown, and Strongbow became possessed of aU Leiniter. H. 

f St Patrick arrived in Ireland in the year 431, and completed 
the converuon of the natives, which had been begun by Palladius and 
others. And, as bishop Nicholson observes, Ireland soon beetOK 
the fountain of learning, to which aU the Western Christians, u veD 
as the English, had recolirse, not only for instructions in the princi- 
ples of religion, but in all sorts of literature, vix. legendi et scihite- 
//ca eruditionit graiUt, H. 
/ Thare are do snakes, vipers, or toads, in Ireland ; and even tnp 
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With omens oil I strove to warn thy swains^ 
Omens, the types of thj impending chains, 
I sent the magpie from tlie British soil, 
With restless beak thy blooming fruit to spoil ; 
To din thine ears with unharmoniousdaclE, 
And haunt thy holy walls in white and black. 
What else are those thou seest in bbhop's geer, 
Who crop tlie nurseries of learning here ; 
Aspiring, greedy, full of senseless prate, 
Derour the church, and chatter to the state ? 

As you grew more degenerate and base, 
I sent you millions of the croaking race ; 
Emblems of insects vile, who spread their spawn 
Through all thy land, in armour, fur, and lawo; 
A nauseous brood, that fills your senate walls^ 
And in the chambers of your viceroy crawls t 

See, where that new devouring vermin runs, 
Sent in my anger from the land of Huns ! 
With harpy-claws it undermines the ground, 
And sudden spreads a numerous offspring round. 
Th' amphibious tyrant, with his ravenous band, 
Drains all thy lakes of fish, of fruits tliy land. 

Where is the holy well that bore my name ? 
Fled to the fountain back, from whence it came ! 
Fair Freedom's emblem once, which smoothly flows, 
And blessings equally on all bestows* 
Here, from the ueighbouriqg nursery of arts,* 
The students, drinking, raised their wit and parts : 
Ha«, fioir an age and more, improvM their vein, 
Their Pbcebus I, my spring their Hippocrene. 



not known here till about the year 1700. The magpies earner 
Aort time befiire ; and the Norway rats since. H. 

• Thennivenity of Dublin, called Trinity College wai fioonded br 
<|Deen Elizabeth in U91. H> 

\ 
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Discourag'd youths! now all their hopes must fail, 

Condemn'd to country cottages and ale ; 

To foreign prelates make a slavish court, 

And by their sweat procure a mean support; 

Or, for the classics, read " Th' Attorney's Guide ;" 

Collect excise, or wait upon the tide. 

O ! had I been apostle to the Swiss, 
Or hardy Scot, or any land but this; 
Combin'd in arms, they had their foes defiM, 
And kept their liberty, or bravely di'd. 
Thou still witi) tyrants in succession curst, 
The last invaders trampling on the first : 
Nor fondly hope for some reverse of fate, 
Virtue herself would now return too late. 
Not half thy course of misery is run, 
The greatest evils yet are scarce begun. 
Soon shall thy sons (the time is just at hand) 
Be all made captives in their native land ; 
When, for the use of no Hibernian born, 
Shall rise one blade of grass, one ear of corn ; 
When shells and leather shall for money pass, 
Nor thy oppressing lords afford thee brass."* 
But all turn leasers to that mongrel breed,t 
Who, from thee sprung, yet on thy vitals feed ; 
Who to yon ravenous isle thy treasui-es bear. 
And waste in luxury thy harvest there ; 
For pnde and ignorance a proverb grown. 
The jest of wits, and to the court unknown. 

I scorn thy spurious and degenerate line, 
And from this hour my patronage resign. 

•Wood»8prqjectinl724. H. 

f The absentees, whospent the income of tlieir Irish estates^plact 
ftnd pensions, in England. H. 
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ON READING DR. YOUNG'S SATIRES. 

CALLED THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 1720. 

Ii* there be truth in what you sin^. 
Such godlike virtues in the kiug ; 
A minister* so fiird with zeal 
And wisdom for the commonweal ; 
If hef who in the ctiair presides. 
So steadily the senate guides : 
If others, whom you make your tliemr ; 
Are seconds in the glorious scheme : 
If every peer, whom you commeud, 
To worth and learning be a friend : 
If this be truth, as you attest, 
What land was ever half so blest ! 
No falsehood now among the great, 
And tradesmen now no longer cheat ; 
Now on the bench fair Justice shines -, 
Her scale to neither side inclines : 
Now Pride and Cruelty are flown, 
And Mercy here exalts her throne : 
Per such is-good example's power, 
It does its office every hour, 
Where governors are good and wise • 
Or else the truest maxim lies : 
For so we find all ancient sages 
Decree, that, ad exemphan regis. 
Through all the realm his virtues run, 
BIpeoiog and kindling like the sun. 

• Sir Robert Walpole, afterward Earl of Orford. H. 
f Sir Spencer Coosptoo, then speaker, afterirard Earl of TV^ilming- 
ton. H. 

32 
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If this be trae, theo how much more 
When you have riam'cl at least a score 
Of courtiers, each in their degree, 
If possible, as good as he ! 

Or take it in a different view; 
I ask (if what you say be true) 
If you affirm the present age 
Deserves yoiu: satire's keenest rage : 
If that same universal passion 
Wiih every vice has iiird the nation . 
If virtue dares not venture down 
A single step beneath the crown : 
If clergymen, to show their mU 
Pi'^ise classics more than holy writ : 
If bankrupts, when they areundonc^ 
Into the senate house can run, 
And sell their votes at such a rater, 
- As will retrieve a lost estate : 
If laAf be such a partial whore, 
To spare the rich, and plague the poor ; 
If these be of all crimes the worst. 
What land was over half so curst ? 



THE DOG AND THIEF. 1 72«, , 

i^LOTM the thief to the dog, let me into your dooi^ 
And I'll give you these delicate bits. 

Quoth the dog, I shall then be more villain tiian 70 
And besides must be out of my mts^ 

Your delicate bits will not serve me a meal, 
But Dny master each day gives me bi-ead }, 



THE DOG AND THIEF. ai^ 

YouSl fly, when ^ou get what you came here to gtet^ 
And I must be haDgM in your stead. 

The stockjobber thus from 'Change aUej goes down, 

And tips you the freeman a wink ; 
ILet me have but your vote to serve for the town^ 

And here Is a guinea to drink. 

Says the freeman, your giunea to night would be spent ! 

Your offers of bribery cease : 
FU vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent. 

Or else I may forfeit my lease. 

Fran London they come, sOly people to chouse, 

Their lands and their faces unknown : 
WboM vote a rogue into the parliament house, 

That would turn a man out of his own ? 



ADVICE 

TO THK GaUB*STREET VERSS-WRITBRS.' 1 726. 

Ys poets ragged and forlorn, 

Down from your garrets haste ; 
Ye rh3rmer8 dead as soon as born, 

Not yet consigned to paste. 

I know a trick to make you thrive ; 

O, *tis a quaint device : 
Your stillborn poems shall revive^ 

And scorn to wrap up spice. 

B 3 
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Get all your verses printed fair, 
Tliea let them well be dried; 

And Curll must have a special care 
To leave the margin wide. 

Lend these to paper-sparing* Pope ; 

And when he sits to write, 
No letter with an envelope 

Could give him more delight. 

When Pope has fill'd the margins round. 

Wliy then recall your loan ; 
Sell them to Cmll for fifty pound, 

And swear they are yoiu* own. 



TO A LADY, 

WHO DESIRED- THE AUTHOR TO WRITE SOJffE VKRSI? 
UPON HER IN THE HEROIC STYLE. 

After venting all my spite. 
Tell me, what have I to write ? 
Every error I could find 
Through the mazes of your mind. 
Have my busy Muse employ'd. 
Till the company was cloy'd. 
Are you positive and fretful. 
Heedless, ignorant, forgetful ? 

^ Tlie oriKiaal copy of Pope^s celebrated translation of Homtr 
(preserved in the British Museum) is almost entirely written on the 
covers of letters, and sometimes between Uie lines of the letten 
themsclTCfc N. 
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Those, aod twenty follies more, 
I have often told before. 

Hearken what my lady says : 
Have I nothing then to praise ? 
Ill it fits you to be witty. 
Where a fault should move your pity. 
If you think me loo conceited, 
Or to passion quickly heated ; 
If mj wandering head be less 
Set on reading than on dress ; 
If I always seem too dull t' ye ; 
I can solve the diffi — culty. 

Tou would teach me to be wise : 
Truth and honour how to prize ; 
How to shine in conversation, 
And with credit fill my station ; 
How to relish notions high ; 
How to live, and hQW to die. 

But it was decreed by Fate — 
Mr. Dean you come too late. 
Well I know, you can discern, 
I am now too old to learn : 
Follies from my youth iostill'd, 
Have my soul entirely fiU'd ; 
In my head and heart they centre, 
ISor will let your lessons enter. 

Bred a fondling and an heiress ; 
Brest like any lady mayoress : 
Cocker'd by the servants round. 
Was too good to teach the ground ; 
Thought the life of every lady 
Should be one continued play day — 
Balls, and masquerades, and shows, 
Visits, plays, and powder'd beaux. 
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I'hiui you have mj case at largq^ 
And may now perform your charge* 
Those materials I have fiimish'd. 
When by you refined and burnish'd. 
Must, that all the world may know 'eOH 
Be reducM into a poem. 

But, I beg, suspend a while 
That same paltry, burlesque style ; 
Drop for once your constant nile. 
Tumioig all to ridicule ; 
Teaching others how to ape you; 
Court nor parliament can 'scape you ; 
Treat the public and your friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Sing my praise in strain sublime : 
Treat me not with doggrel rhyme. 
'Tis but just, you should produce, 
With each fault, each fault's excuse i 
Not to publish every trifle. 
And my few perfections stifle. 
With some gifts at least endow me^ 
Which my very foes allow me. 
Am I spiteful, proud, unjust ? 
Did I ever break my trust ? 
Which oi all our modern dames 
Censures less, or less defames f 
In good manners am I faulty ? 
Can you call me rude or haughty ? 
Did I e'er my mite withhold 
From the impotent and old ? 
When did ever I omit 
Due regard for men of wit ? 
When have I esteem express'd 
Tor a coxcomb jjayly dress'd ? 



*0 A LADY* » 

Do I, like the female trflbe, 

Think it wit to fleer and gibe ? 

Who with less desigDiog ends 

Kindlier entertains her friends ; 

With good words and countenance sprightly 

Strivek to treat them more politely ?* 

Think not cards my chief diversion': 
'Tis a wrong, unjust aspersion : 
Kerer knew I any good in'em, 
But to dose my head like laudanum. 
We, by play, lis men, by drinking, 
Pass our nights, to driye out thinking. 
From my ailments g^ve me leisure, 
I shall read and think with pleasure^; 
Conversation learn to relish. 
And with book6 my mind embelHsh. 

Now, methinks, I hear you cry, 
Mr. Dean, you must reply. 

Madam, I allow 'tis true : 
All these praises are your due. 
Tou, like some acute philosopher, 
EveiT fault have drawn a gloss over ; 
Placing in the strongest light. 
All your virtue to my sight'.. 

Though you lead a blamelta Kfe^ 
Are an humble prudent wife, 
Answer all dbmestiie ends : 
What is this to us your friends ? 
Though your children by a nod. 
Stand in awe without a rod^ 
Though, by your obKgtng sway; 
Servants love you, and obey; 
Though you, ixfiBt us with a smile ; 
Oieai^ your looks, and s^iootll your style; 

* laniMedititQSi^tlilieooi^liwtBUaCr 
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Load our plates from every disb ,* 
This is not the tliiug we wish. 
Colonel ***** may be T^our debtor ; 
We expect employment better. 
You must learn, if you would gain us. 
With good sense to entertain us. « 

Scholars, when good sense describing, 
Call it tasting and imbibing : 
Metapborick meat and drink 
Is to understand and think ; 
We may carve for others thus ; 
And let others carve for us ; 
To discourse, and to attend, 
Is, to help yourself and friend. 
Conversation is but carving ; 
Carve for all, yourself is starving : 
Give no more to every guest, 
Thau he's able to digest ; 
Give him always, of the prime ; 
And but little at a time. 
Carve to all but just enough : 
Let them neither starve nor stuft': 
And that you may have your due, 
Let your neighbours carve for you. 
[This comparison will hold. 
Could It well in rhyme be told. 
How conversing, listening, thinking. 
Justly may resemble diinking ; 
For a friend a glass you fill. 
What is this but to instil ?*] 

To conclude this long essay ; 
Pardon, if I disobey ; 

^ Theae six lines are w^ting in some editions. "S. 
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N<Nr agaiost my natural vein, 
Treat-you in heroic strain. 
I, as all the parish knows, 
Hardly can be grave in prose : 
Still to lash, and lashing smile, 
111 befits a lofty style. 
From the planet of my birth 
I encounter vice with mirth. 
Wicked ministers of state 
I can easier scorn than hate ; 
And I find it answers right : 
Scorn tcmnents them more than spite. 
All the vices of a court 
Do but serve to make me sport. 
[Were I in some foreign realm, 
Which all vii^es oventhelm ; 
Should a monkey wear a crown, 
Must I tremble at his frown ? 
Could I not, through all his ermine, 
'Spy the strutting, chattering vermin ? 
Safely write a smart lampoon, 
To expose the brisk baboon ?*] 

When my Muse officious ventures 
On the nation's representers : 
Teaching by what golden rules 
Into knaves they turn their fools : 
How the helm is rul'd by Walpole, 
At whose oai's, like slaves, they all pull; 
Let the vessel split on shelves ; 
With the freight enrich themselves : 
Safe within my little wherry. 
All their madness makes me meny : 

^ These eight liaes are also wantbg io eome editiODf . N. 
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lake the watermeo of Thames, 

I row by, and call them names; 

Like the ever laughiog sage, 

In a jest I spend my rage : 

i(Though it must be understood, 

I would hang them, if I could) 

If I can but fill my niche, 

I attempt no higher pitch ; 

Leave to d'Anvers and his mate 

Maxims wise to rule the state. 

Pulteney deep, accomplishM St Johns, 

Scourge the vilHans widi a vengeance : 

Let nae, though the smell be noisome, ^ — 

Strip; their bums; let Caleb''^ hoise ^em; 

Then apply Alecto's whip, 

Till they wriggle, howl, and skip* 

Deuce is in you, Mr. Dean: 
YHiat can all this passion mean ? 
Mention courts! you'll ne'er be quiet 
On corruptions running riot. 
End as it befits your station ; 
Come to use and application : 
19'or with senates keep a fuss^ 
I submit ; and answer thus : 

If the machinations brewing, 
To complete the public ruin, 
Never once could have the powei«s 
To affect me half an hour; 
Sooner would I write in buskins, 
Mournful elegies on Blueskins.t 
If I laugh at whig and tory ; 
I conclude d /orfiori, 

* Caleb d*AoTers, the writer of the Craftsman. H. 
t The famoas tiiief, who, whSe on his trial at the Old Bailef 
j^^ted JoMthaa WUd. Hi 
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AO yodr eloqueoee will scarce 
Drive me from my favourite farce. 
This I must insist on : for, aa 
It is well observ'd by Horace,^ 
Ridicule has greater power 
To reform the world, thao sour. 
Horses thus, let jockies judge else, 
Switches better guide than cudgjeht. 
Bastings heavy, dry, obtuse, 
Only dulnesa can produce ; 
While a little genUe jerking 
Sets the spirits all a working. 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 
Scolding moves yon less than merriment 
I may storm and rage in vain; 
It but stupifies.your braiow 
But with raillery to nettle, 
Sets your thoughts upon thdr mettle ; 
Gives imagination scope ; 
Never lets your mind elope ; 
Drives out brangling and contentioot 
Brings in reason and invention. 
For your sake, as well as nune^ 
I the lofty style decline. 
I should make a ^ure scurvy. 
And your head turn topsyturvy .f 

I, who love to have a fling 
Both at senatehouse and king ; 
That they might some better way tread, 
To avoid the public hatred ; 
Thought no method more commodious, 
Than to show their vices odious; 

• u ILidicolam acri, &c.*' H. 

f Tliit coupkt ii waating in aome edttioai. N. 
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Which I chose to make appear, 
Not by aDger,i)ut by sneer. 
As my method of reforming, 
Is by laughing, not by storming, 
(For my friends have always thought 
Tenderness my greatest fault) 
Would you have me change my style ? 
On your faults no longer smile ; 
But, to patch up all our quarrels, 
Quote you texts from Plutarch's Morals 
Or from Solomon produce 
Maxims teaching Wisdom's use ? 

If I treat you like a crown'd head, 
Tou have cheap enough compounded ; 
Can you put in higher claims, 

Than the owners of St. James ? 

• 

Tou are not so great a grievance, 

As the hirelings of St. Stephen's. 

Tou are of a lower class 

Than my friend, Sir Robert Brass. 

None of these have mercy found : 

I have laugh'd, and lash'd them round. 

Have you seen a rocket fly ? 
Tou would swear it pierc'd the sky : 
It but reached the middle air, 
Bursting into pieces there ; 
Thousand sparkles falling down 
Light on many a coxcomb's crown : 
See what mirth the sport creates ; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus, should I attempt to climb, 
Treat you in a style sublime. 
Such a rocket is my Muse : 
Should I lofty numbers choose, 



A YOUNG LADY'S COMPLAINT. AB 

Ere I reach'd Parnassus' top, 
I should burst, and bursting drop, 
All mj fire would fall in scraps ; ^ 
Give your head some gentle raps ; 
Only make it smart a while : 
Then could I forbear to smile, 
When I found the tingling pain 
Entering warm your frigid brain ; 
Make you able upon sight 
To decide of wrong and right ; 
Talk with sense whate'er you please on : 
Learn to relish truth and reason ? 

Thus we both shall gain our prize, 
I to laugh, and you grow wise. 



y 



A YOUNG LADY'S COMPLAINT, 

VOR THE STAY OF THE DEAN IN ENGLAND. 

Blow, ye zephyrs, gentle gales ; 
Gently fill the swelling sails. 
Neptune, with thy trident long, 
Trident three fork'd, trident strong : 
And ye Nereids fair and gay, 
Fairer than the rose in May, 
Nereids living in deep caves, 
Gently wash'd with gentle waves ; 
Nereids, Neptune, lull asleep 
Baffling storms, and ruffled deep ; 
All around, in pompous state, 
On this richer Argo wait : 
Argo, bring my Golden fleece, 
Argo^ bring him to his Greece. 
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Ynn Cadenus longer staj P 
Come, Cadenus, come away ; 
Come with all the haste of lov^ 
Come unto thy turtle dove. 
The ripen'd cherrj on the tree 
Hangs, and only hangs for thee^ 
Luscious peaches, mellow pears, 
Ceres with her yellow ears, 
And the grape, both red and whit^ 
Grape inspiring just delight ; 
All are ripe, and courting sue 
To' be pluckM and pressM by you. 
Pinks have lost their bloonking re4» 
Mourning hang their drooping head» 
Every flower languid seems. 
Wants the colour of thy beams. 
Beams of wond'rous force and powers 
Beams reviving every flower. 
Come, Cadenus, bless once more» 
Bless again thy native shore. 
Bless again this drooping isle. 
Make its weeping beauties smile, 
|3eauties that thine absence mourq, 
Beauties wishing thy return : 
Come, Cadenus, come with hast^ 
Come before the winter's blast ; 
Swifter than the lightning fly. 
Or I, like Vanessa, die. 
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FALINODIA. 

MORACB, BOOK U ODB XVi. 

m 

Grba.t sir, than Phoebug more diving 
Whose venes far his rays outshine, 

Look down upon your quondam foe ; 
O ! let me never if rite again, 
If e'er I disoblige you, Dean, 

Should you compassion show. 

Take those iambicks whidi I wrot^ 
When anger made me piping hot, * 

And give them to your cook. 
To singe your fowl, or save yoiur pastes 
The next time when you have a feast ; 

They'll save you, many a book. 

To bum them, you are not content; 
I give you then my free consent. 

To sink them in the harbour : 
If not, they'll serve to set off blocki(^ 
To roll on pipes, and twist in locks ; 

So give them to your barber. 

Or, when you next your physic take^ 
I must entreat you then to make 

A proper application ; 
'Tis what I've done myself before, 
With Dan's fine thoughts, and many mor^ 

Who gave me provocation. 
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What cannot mighty anger do ? 

It makes the weak the strong pursue, 

A goose attack a swan ; 
It makes a woman, tooth and nail, 
Iler husband's hands and face assail, 

While he's no longer man. 

Though some, we find, are more discreet. 
Before the world are wondrous sweet, 

And let their husbands hector : 
But, when the world's asleep, they wake. 
That is the time thej choose to ^ak ; 

Witness the curtain lecture. 

Such was the case with yoo, I find : 
All day you could conceal your mind f 

But when St. Patrick's chimes 
Awak'd your Muse (my midnight curse, 
When I engag'd for better for worse) 

Tou scolded with your rhymes. 

Have done t have done ! I quit the field, 
To you, as to my wife, I yield : 

As she must wear the breeches : 
So shall you wear the laurel crown, 
Win it, and wear it, 'tis your own ; 

The poet's only riches. 
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BEC'S* BIRTHDAY. Nov. 8, 172*, 

This day, dear Bee, is thy nativity; 
^ad Fate a luckier one, sheM give it ye : 
She chose a thread of greatest length, 
And doubly twisted it for strength;* 
Nor vrill be able with her shears 
To cut it off these forty years. 
Then who says care will kill a cat ? 
Rebecca shows they're out in that. 
For she, though overrun with care, 
Continues healthy, fat, and fair. 

As, if the gout eAiould seize the head, 
Doctors pronounce the patient dead ; 
But, if they can, by all their arts, 
Eject it to th' extremest parts, 
They give the sick man joy^ and praise 
The gout that will prolong his days. 
Rebecca thus I gladly greet, 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet; 
For, though philosophers maintain 
The limbs are guided by the brain. 
Quite contrary Rebecca's led, 
Her hands and feet conduct her head, 
By arbitrary power convey her. 
She ne'er considers why, or where : 
Her hands may meddle, feet may wander^ 
Her head b but a mere by-stander ; 
And all her bustling but supplies 
The part of wholesome exercise. 
Thus nature has resolv'd to pay her 
The cat's nine lives, and eke the care. 

* Mrt. Dingle^. N. 
VOL. XI. C 
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Long may she live, and help her friends 
Whene'er it suits her private ends ; 
Domestic business never mind 
Till coffee has her stomach lin'd ; 
But, when her breakfast gives her courage^ 
Then think on Stella's chicken.porridge ; 
I mean when Tiger* has been served. 
Or else poor Stella may be starv'd. 

May Bee have many an evening nap. 
With Tiger slabbering in her lap ; 
But always take a special care 
She does not overset the chair t 
Still be she curious, never hearken 
To any speech but Tiger's barking ! 

And when she's in another scene, 
Stella long dead, but first the Dean, 
May fortune and her coffee get her 
Companions that will please her better ! 
Whole afternoons will sit beside Iier, 
^ Nor for neglects or blunders chide her ; 
A goodly set as can be found 
Of hearty gossips prating round ; 
Fresh fropi a wedding or a christening. 
To teach her ears the art of listening. 
And please her more to hear them tattle, 
Than the Deau storm, or Stella rattle. 

Late be her death, one gentle nod, 
When Hermes, waiting with his rod^ 
Shall to Elysian fields invite her, 
Where theire will be no cares to fright her ! 

* Mrs. Dingley^s favotfrite lap dog. N. 
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ON THE, COLLAR OP TIGER, 

JIBS, dinglet's ulfdoo* 

Pray fteal me not; Fm Mm. Dtngley'ii 
Whose heart ui thk fourfooted thiug Um> 



EPIGRAMS ON WmDOWS. 

MOST OF THEM WRITTEN IN 1729. 
I. ON A WINDOW AT AN INN, 

We fly from luxury and wealth, 
To hardships in pursuit of healtii ; 
From generous wines and costly fare, 
And do^ng in an easy chair ; 
Pursue the goddess Health in vain, 
To find her in a country scene, 
And every where her footsteps trace, 
And see her marks in every face ; 
Aod still her favourites we meet, 
Crowding the roads with naked feet. 
But oh ! so faintly we pursue. 
We ne'er can have her full in view. 
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II. AT AN tm IK ENdLAHO. 

!f HS glaa^ by loyen' ooomaae bkur^^t 
Dinu and obscures our sight : 

So yghen our pasaons Lare has stiir^d^ 
It darkens SeasoD^s light. 



UU AMOTUBR, A!r CHESTER. 

The church and clergy here, no doubt, 

Ace very near akin ; 
Both weaiherbeaten are without { 

And emp^ both within* 



IV. ANOTHER, AT CHiESTEfi. 

Mir landlord is civil. 
But dear as the d — ^1 : 
Your pockets grow empty, 
With nothing to tempt ye : 
The wine is so sour, 
^Twill give you a scour : 
The beer and the ale 
Are mingled with stale. 
The veal is such carrion, 
A dog would be weary ob* 
All this I have felt. 
For I live on a smelt; 
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T. AKOTHSR, AT CHE8S£r. 

Thb wallft of this town 

Are fiillof renown. 
And strangers delight to walk round 'em $ 

But as for the dwelleiBi 

Both buyers and leHers, 
For me, you may hang 'em, or drown 'eth. 



tl. AKOTBSR9 AT BOLTHKAXK* 

O Neptumb ! Neptune 1 must I still 
Be here detain'd against my will ? 
Is this your justice, when Vm come 
Above two hundred miles from home ! 
O'er mountains steap, o'er dusty plains, 
Half chok'd with dust, half drown'd with rains; 
Only your Godship to implore, 
To let me kiss your other diore ? 
A boon so small ! but I may weep, 
While you're, like Baal, fast asleep. 



iril. AMOTHSB, WBITTKM UPON A WINDOW WHERE 
THEBE WAS MO WBITIKa BSVOBE. 

Thanks to my stars, I once can see 
A window bese from scribbling free ! 



* Thaerersei are signed J^ K-^; but written, as St is presomefli 
lOr. Swift's hand. D. S.) 
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Here no conceited coxcombs pass, 
To stretch their paltry drabs on glass; 
Vor party-fool is calliiig names, 
Ordea&og crowns to Creorge and Jamc^. 



Till. ON SEEING ▼ERSES WRITTEN 17P0N WINDOWS 

AT INNS. 

The sage, who said he should be proud 

Of windows in his breast. 
Because he ne'er a thought allow'd 

That might not be confest ; 
Hb window scrawl'd by every rake^ 

His breast again would cover ; 
And fairly bid the Devil take 

The diamond and the lover« 



IX. another. 

By Satan taught, all conjurers know 
Your mistress in a glass to show, 

And you can do as much : 
In this the Devil and you agree : 
]Vone e'er made verses worse than he,. 

And thine I sweShr are «ttch. 
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X. ANOtUER. 



That love is the Devil, I'll prove when required; 

Those rhymers abundantly show it . 
They swear that they all by love are inspired, 

And the DeviFs a damnable poet. 



TO JANUS, ON NEW-YEAR'S DAY. 1 726. 

Two-FAc'o Janus, god of Time ! 
Be my Phoebus while I rhime ; 
To oblige your crony Swift, 
Bring our dame a new year's gift: 
She has got but half a face ; 
Janus, since thou hast a brace. 
To my lady once be kind ; 
Give her half thy face behind. 

God of Time, if you be wise, 
Look not with your future eyes; 
What imports thy forward sight f 
Well, if you could lose it quite. 
Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor Isle's^ approaching ruin. 
When thy retrospection vast 
Sees the glorious ages past ? 
Happy nation, wei-e we blind, 
Or had only eyes behind ! 

Drown your morals, madam cries, 
I'U have none but forward eyes ; 

•Ireland. H. 



5a SWfPT'S POEME. 

Prades decayed about may tack, 
Strain their necks with looking bacSs 
Give me Time when coming on : 
Who T^ards him when he's gone ? 
By the Dean though gravely toldj 
New years help to make me old ; 
Yet I find a new year's lace 
^Burnishes an old year's face : 
Give me velvet and quadrille, 
I'll have youth and beauty stilK 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

WEITTXN ATTIB TBI MSWS Of Vttl KIKe*S DIATB.* 

BlcOMOifD XiOOGB is a hoDse with a small park belonging to the Cfowik. 
it wai Qsaally granted by the Crown for a lease of years. The 
Duke of Ormond was the last who had it. Alter his exil^e, it was 
given to the Prince of Wales by the king. The prince and priQceaa 
asnally passed their summer there. It is wlthJa a mile of Rich- 
mond. 

Marblb Hill is a house built by Mrs. Howard, then of the bed* 
chamber, afterward countess of Snflfolk, and groom of the stole to 
the dueen. It is on the Middlesex side, near Twickenham, where 
Mr. Pope lived, and about two miles from Richmond Lodge. Mr. 
Pope was the contriver of the gardens, Lord Herbert the archi- 
tect, the Dean of St. Patrick's chief buUer and keeper of tiie ice- 
house. Upon King Georgc^s death, these two houses met, and had 
the following dialogue. 

In spite of Pope, in spite of Gay, 
And all that he or they can say ; 
Sing on I must, and sing I will 
Of Richmond Lodge and Marble HilL 

George I, who died after a short ricknets by eating a mdon, at 
Osnabrug, in his way to Hanover, June 11, 1727. The poeqi was 
farried to court, and read to King George 11. and Queen Caro- 
Jine, ff. 
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Last Friday n^ght, as iie%hboiin uie, 
This couple met to talk of news ; 
For, by old proverbs it appears. 
That walls have toogiieiB, and hedges ears. 

KABBLB HILL. 

Cluoth Marble Hill, right well I ween. 
Your mistress now is growu a queen: 
Tou'U fiod it soon by wofiil proof; 
She'n come no more beneath your roofl . 

BICHMOND LOI>GE. 

The kingly prophet well evinces, 
That we should put no trust in princes : 
My royal master promis'd me 
To raise me. to a high degree ; 
But DOW he's grown a kin^ God wot, 
I fear I shall be soon forgot* 
Tou see, when folks hav« got their ends, 
How quickly they neglect their friend ; 
Yet I may say, Hwixt me and you. 
Fray Ood^ they now may find as true ! 

MABBLB HILL. 

'My house was built but for ariiow. 
My lady's empty pockets know ; 
And now she will not have a shilling, 
To raise the stairs, or build the ceiling; 
For an the courtly madams round 
I^ow pay four riiillings in the pound ; 
'Tis come to what I always thought ; 
My dame is hardly worth a groat. 
Had you and I been courtions bom, 
We should boI thus have lain forlorn : 

c 2 
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For those wcf dexterous courtiers ^all^ 
Can rise upon their masters' fall. 
But Tt e, unlucky and unwise, 
Must fall because our masters rise, 

RICHMOND LOIHIB. 

My master, scarce a fortnight sincei 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince; 
But now it will be do such thing, 
For he'll be poor as any king : 
And by his crown will nothing get, 
But like a king to run in debt. 

MAftBLB HILL. 

No more the Dean, that grave divine^ 
Shall keep the key of my no — ^wine ; 
My ice house rob, as heretofore. 
And steal my artichokes no more ; 
Poor Patty Blount no more be seen 
Bedraggled in my walks so green: 
Plump Johnny Oay will now elope :- 
And here no more will dangle Pope. 

RICHMOND LODGE. 

Here wont the Dean, when he's to seek^ 
To spunge a breakfast once a week; 
To cry the bread was stale, and mutter 
Complaints against the royal butter. 
But now I fear it will be said. 
No butter sticks upon his bread. 
We soon shall find him full of spleen, 
For want of tattling to the queen ; 
Stunning her royal ears with talking ; 
His rev^ence and her highness walking : 
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While lady Charlotte,^ like a stroller. 
Sits mounted on the garden-roller. 
A goodly sight to see her ride 
With ancient Mirmontf at her 8id^>. 
In velvet cap his head lies warm ; 
His hat for show beneath his arm. 

MARBLE HILL. 

Some South Sea broker from the city 
Will purchase me, the raore's the pity $ 
Lay all my fine plantations waste, 
To fit them to his vulgar taste ; 
Chang'd for the worse in every partj 
My master Pope will break his heart. 

RICHMOND LODGE. 

In my own Thames may I be drowned 
If e'er I stoop beneath a crown'dfaead; 
Except her majesty prevails 
To place me with the Prince of Wales ; 
And then I shall be free from fcar% 
For he'll be prince these fifty years. 
I then will turn a courtier too, 
And serve the times, as others do. 
Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 
I leave to your contriver, Pope : 
!Xooe loves his king and country better, 
Yet none was ever less their debtor. 

MARBLE HILL. 

Then let him come and take a nap 
In summer on my verdant lap : 

* Lady Ciiailotte de Rouesy, a French lady.! H. 
f Marquis de Mirmont, a Frenchman of quality. B. 

€ 3 
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Prefer our villas, where the Thames is» 

To KensingtoD, or hot St. James's ; 

Kor shall I dull in silence sit ; 

For 'tis to me he owes his wit : 

My groves, my echoes, and my birds» 

Have taught him his poetic words. 

We gardens^ and you wildernesses, 

Assist all poets in distresses. 

Him twice a week I here expect^ 

To rattle Moody* for neglect ; 

An idle rogue, who spends his quartridge 

In tippling at the Dog and Partridge ; 

And I can hardly get him down 

Three times a week to brush my gown. 

RICHMOKD LODGE. 

I pity you, dear Marble Hill ; 
But hope to see you flourish still. 
All happiness — and so adieu. 

HARBLE HILL. 

Kind Richmond Lodge, the same to you. 



DESIRE AND POSSESSION. 1727. 

'Tis strange what diflferent thoughts inspire 
In men, Possession, and Desire ! 
Think what they widi so great a blessing ; 
So disappointed when possessing I 

A moralist profoundly sage 
'I know not in what book or page, 
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Or whether o*er a pot of ale) 
Belated thus the following tale : 

PoBBession, and Desire his brother. 
Bat still at variance with each other. 
Were seen contending in a race ; 
And kept at first an equal pace : 
'Tis said, their course continued long; 
For this was active, that was stroi^ : 
Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 
•Misled them many a league about, 
SeducM by some deceiving light. 
They take the wrong way for the right ; 
Through slippery by-roads dark and deeps 
They often climb, and often creqp. 

Desire, the swifter of the two, 
Along the plain like lightning flew : 
'Till, entering on a broad highway. 
Where power and titles scatter'd lay, 
He strove to pick up all he found, 
And by excursions lost his ground : 
No sooner got, than with disdain 
He threw them on the ground again; 
And hasted forward to pursue 
Fresh objects fairer to his view ; 
In hcfpe to spring some nobler game ; ^ 
But all he took was just the same : 
Too iscomful now to stop his pac6, 
He spum'd them in his rivars face. 

Fossesnon kept the beaten road, 
And gathered all his brother strow'd; 
But overcharged, and out of wind, 
Though strong in limbs, he laggM befaind. , 

Desire had ndw the goal in jsight : 
It was a tower of monstrous height; 
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Where on the summit Fortune 8taDd£» 
A crown and sceptre in her hands ; 
Beneath a chasm as deep as Hell, 
Where many a bold adventurer fell* 
Denre in raptui*e gaz'd a while, 
And saw the treacherous goddess smile ; 
But, as he climb'd to grasp the crown, 
She knock'^ liim with the sceptre down ! 
He tumbled in the gulf profound ; 
There doomM to whirl au endless round. 
Possession's load was grown so great. 
He sunk beneath the cumbrous weight : 
And, as he now expiring lay, 
Flocks every ominous bird of prej ; 
The raven, vulture, owl, and kite. 
At once upon his carcass light. 
And strip his hide, and pick his bonei^ 
Begardless of his djing groans. 



ON CENSURE. 1727. 

TE wise, instruct me to endure 

An cvi]^ which admits no cure ; 

Or, how this evil can be born. 

Which breeds at once both hate and scorti. 

Bare innocence is no support, 

When you are try'd in Scandal's court. 

Stand high in honour, wealtli, or wit ; 

All others, who inferior sit, 

C^onceive themselves in conscience bound 

To join, and drag you to the giound. 

Your altitude oflfends the eyes 

Of those who want the power to rise. 



OW CENSURE. «3 

The world, a willing stander bj, 
Iodines to aid a specious lie : 
Alas ! they would not do 70U wron^ ; 
But all appearances are strong ! 

Tet whence proceeds this weight we laj 
On what detracting people say ? 
For let mankind discharge their tongues 
In Tenom, till thej burst their lungs, 
Their utmost malice cannot make 
Tour head, or tooth, or finger ache ; 
Nor spoil your shape, distort your face^ 
Or put one feature out of place ; 
Nor will you find your fortune sink 
By what they speak or what they think ; 
Nor can ten hundred thousand lies 
Make you less virtuous, leam'd, or wise. 

The most effectual way to baulk 
Their malice, is — to let them talk. 



HE FURNITURE OF A WOMAN'S MIND. 

1727. 

A SET of phrases leam'd by rote r 
A passion for a scarlet coat ; 
When at a play, to laugh or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reason why; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute, 
Willie all she prates has nothing in it ; 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb sit, 
And take his nonsense all for wit ; 
Her learning mounts to read a song, 
But half the words pronouncing wrong ; 



04 SWIFT'S POEBK. 

Has every repartee in store 
She spoke ten thousand times before ; 
Can read J compliments supply 
On all occasions, cut and dry ; 
Such hatred to a parson^s gown^ 
The sight Tf^ill put her in a swoon ; 
For conyersation well endued. 
She calls it witty to be rude ; 
And, placing raillery in rsdling, 
Will tell aloud yOur greatest failing ; 
Nor make a scruple to expose 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nose ; 
, Can at her morning tea run o'er 
The scandal of the day before ; 
Improving hourly in her skill. 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 

In choosing lace, a critic nice. 
Knows to a groat the bwest price ; 
Can in her female clubs dispute, 
What linen best the silk will suit, 
What colours each complexion match. 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a mouse creeps in her sight, 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
So sweetly screams, if it comes near hex^ 
She ravidies all hearts to hear her. 
Can dexterously her husband tease, 
By taking fits whene'er she please ; 
By frequent practice ledms the trick 
At proper seasons to be sick ; 
Thinks nothing g^ves one air so pretty^ 
At once creatmg k>ve and {uty ; 
If Molly happens to be careless^ 
And but neglects to warm her bairlace^ 
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She gets a cold as siire as death, 

And vows die scarce can fetch her breaA $ 

Admires hoir modest women can 

Be so robiistlou& like a man. 

In party, furious to her power ; 
A bitter whig, or tory sour ; 
Her arguments directly tend 
Against the side she would defend ; 
Will prove herself a tory plain. 
From principles the whigs maintain (^ 
And, to defend the whiggisli cause, 
Her topics from the tories draws. 

O yes ! if any man can find 
More virtues in a woman's mind. 
Let them be sent to Mrs. Harding ;* 
She'll pay the charges to a farthing ; 
Take notice, she has my commission 
To add tliem in the next edition ; 
They may outsell a better thing : 
jSo^ halloo, boys ; Ood save the king ! 



CLEVER TOM CLmCH 

GOING to BE HANGBD. 1727. 

As clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was bawli^ 

Rode stately through Holbom to die in his caUiog, , 

He stopt at the George for a bottle of sack, 

And promis'd to pay for it when he came back. 

ih waistcoat, and stockings, and breeches^ were white ; 

Hb cap had a new cherry riband to tye't. 

* Widow of John Hardlogy the Drapia*i priater. F. 
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The maids to the doors aod the balconies ran. 
And said, *' Lack a-day ! he's a proper young man !^' 
But, as from the windows the ladies he spi'd, 
Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on each side ; 
And, when his last speech the loud hawkers did cry, 
He swore from his cart, " It was all a damn'd lye !^ 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee ; 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee : 
Then said, I must speak to the people a little ; 
But I'll see you all damn'd before I will whittle."^ 
My honest friend Wildf (may he long hold his place) 
He lengthen'd my life with a whole year of grace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid, 
Kor slip this occasion to follow your trade ; 
My conscience is clear, and my spirits are calm. 
And thus I go oif without prayer-book or psalm ; 
Then follow the practice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never would flinch. 



DR. SWIFT TO MR. POPE, 

WHILE HE WAS WRITING THE DUNCIAO. 1727. 

Pope has the talent well to i^ak, 

But not to reach the ear; 
His loudest voice is low and weak, 

The Dean too deaf .to hear. 

I 

^ A eant word for confessing at the gallows. F. 
f The noted thief-«atcher, under-keeper of Newgate, who waf 
kioged for receiving stolen goo^s. F. 
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« 

A while they on each other h)ok, 

Then different studies choose ; 
The Dean sits plodding on a book ; 

Pope walksi and courts the Muse^ 

Now backs of letters, though designed 

For those who more will need 'em, 
Are fill'd with hints, and interlined. 

Himself can hardly i^ad 'em. 

£ach atom by some other struck 

All turns and motions tiies : 
Till, in a lump together stuck, 

Behold a poem rise : 

Tet to the Dean his share allot; 

He claims it by a canon ; 
That without which a thing is not. 

Is, causa sine qud nan. 

Thus, Pope, in vain you boast your witj- 

For, had our deaf divine 
Been for your conversation fit, 

You had not writ a line* 

.Of Sherlock"*^ thus, for preaching &m'd) 

The sexton reasoned well ; 
And justly half the merit claim'd, 

Because he rang the bell. 



■Jk 



The d^an of St. Paul's, father to the bishopt Bi^ 
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A LOVE POEM 

mOU A PHTSICIAN TO HH UISXKBfi^' 

WBITTIN JT LOKDON. 

Br poets we are well assur'd 

That love, alas ! can ne'er be cur'd: 

A complicated heap of ills, 

Despising boluses and pills. 

Ah ! Chloe, this I find is true, 

Since first I gave mj heart to you* 

Wow, by your cruelty hard bound, 

I strain my guts, my colon wound. 

JBTow jealousy, my grumUing tripes 

Assaults with grating, grinding gripeis^ 

When pity in tliose eyes I view, 

My bowels wambling make me spew. 

When I an amorous kiss designM, 

I belch'd a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle sigh let fall ; 

Bemember how I suck'd it all : 

What colick pangs from thence I felt, 

Had you but known, your heart would rnelt^ 

Like rufDing winds in caverns pent. 

Till Nature pointed out a vent. 

How have you torn my heart to pieces 

With maggots, humours, and caprices \ 

By which I got the hemorrhoids ; 

And loathsome worms my anus voids. 

Whene'er I hear a rival nam'd, 

I feel my body all inflam'd ; 
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Which, breaking out in boils and blanei, 
With yelkm fflth my linen stains ; 
Or, parchM with unextinguiah'd thirst, 
Smallbeer I gUEzle till I burst ; 
And then I drag a bloated eorpus^ 
Swell'd with a dropsy, like a pwpoise ; 
When, if I cannot purge or stale, 
I must be tapp'd to fill a paiL 



TO DEAN SWIFT. 

BY BIB ABTUUR ACHE80K. 172S. 

Good cause have I to sing and vapour, 

For I am landlord to the Drapier : 

He, that of every ear's the charmer, 

I^ow condescends to be my farmer, 

And grace my villa with hb strains; 

lives such a bard on British plains ? 

jN'o ; not in all the British court ; 

For none but witlings there resort. 

Whose names and works (though dead) are made 

Immortal by the Dunciad ; 

And, sure as monument of brass, 

Their fame to future time shall pass; 

How, with a weakly wai-bliog tongue, 

Of brazen kirio;ht they vainly sung : 

A subject for their genius fit ; 

fie dares defy both sense and wit 

What dares he not ? He can, we know it^ 

A laureat make that is no poet; 

A judge, without the least pretence 

To commoii law, or common sense ; I 



m swiFrs POEMS. 

A bishop that is do diviae ; 
And coxcombs in red ribbons shine : 
Nay, he can make, what's greater far, 
A middle state Hwixt peace and war; 
And say, there shaU, for years together, 
Be peace and war, and both, and neither. 
Happy, O Market-hill ! at least. 
That court add courtiers have no taste ; 
You never else had known the Dean, 
But as of old, obscurely lain ; 
All things gone on the same dull track. 
And DrapierVhill''^ been still Drum lack; 
But now your name with Penshurst vies. 
And wingM with fame shall reach the skies. 



DEAN SWIFT AT SIR ARTHUR ACHESON'S, 

IN THE NORTH OF IRELAND. 

The Dean would visit Market-hill, 

Our invitation was but slight ; 
I said—" Why let him, if he will :" 

And S9 1 bade Sir Arthur write. 

His manners would not let him wait, 
Lest we should think ourselves neglected^ 

And so we saw him at our gate 

Three days before he was expected. 

-"> The Dean gave this name to a farm called Drumlack, wliich he 
rented of Sir Arthur Acheson, whose seat lay between that and Mar- 
ket-hill ; and intended to build a house upon it, but afterwards changed 
hU mind. F* 
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After a week^ a moDth, a quarter. 

And day succeeding after day, 
Sajs not a ivord of his departure, 

Though not a soul would have him staj. 

I've said enough to make him blush, 

Methinks, or else the Deril's in't ; 
But he cares not for it a rush, 

Nor for my life will take the hint. 

But you, my dear, may let him know, 

In civil language, if he stays, 
How deep and foul the roads may grow, 

And that he may command the chaise. 

Or you may say — " My wife iiitends. 
Though I should b« exci^eding proud. 

This winter to invite some friends, 
And, sir, I know, you hate a crowd.'^ 

Or, " Mr. Dean — I should with joy 

Beg you would here continue still. 
But we must go to Aghnecloy ;* 

Or, Mr. Moore will take it iU." 

The house accounts are daily rising; 

So much his stay doth swell the bUls; 
My dearest life, it is surprising, 

How much he eats, how much he swills. 

His brace of puppies how they stuff ! 

And they must have three meals a day, 
Yet never think they get enough; 

His horses too eat all our hay. 

^ Th«inior AehesooMcxyreiEsq. iotheccNin^ofTTroiie. F- 
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O ! if I could, how I woidd maul 
His tallow face and waipscot pawfl^ 

His beetle l)ix>W8, aod eyes of wall, 
And make him soon ^ve up the cause ! 

Must I be eyeiy moment chid 
With *Sh^nneboma, Snipe^ and Lean 9 

O ! that I could but once be rid 
Of this insisting tjrant Dean ! 



ON A TEBT OLD GLASS AT MARKET-HILL< 

Frail glass ! thou bear'st that name as well as I ; 
Though none can tell, which of us first shall die. 



ANSWERED EXTEMPORE BT DR. SWIFt. 

He only chance can kill ; thou, frailer creature, 
May'st die, like me, \xy chance; but must by nature. 



ON CUTTING DOWN THE OLD THORN 

jL*t MARKET-HILL. 

At Market«>Hill, as well appeai-s, 

By chronicle of ancient date, 
There stood for many hundred years 

A spacious thorn before the gate* 

* Tb«I)toBiisediocatlLa^ AxteonlirtiMMeiivaet. I*. 
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Hither came eveiy village maid. 
And oa the boughs her garland hung; 

And here, beneath the spreading shade, 
Secure from satyrs sate and sung. 

Sir Archibald,^ that valorous knight. 

The lord of aU the fruitful plain, 
Would come and listen with delight; 

For he was fond of rural strain. 

(Sir Archibald, whose favourite name 

Shall stand for ages on i*ecord, 
By Scottish bards of highest fame. 

Wise Hawthornden and Stirling's krd-f) 

But time with iron teeth, I ween, 
Has canker'd all its branches round ; 

No fruit or blossom to. be seen. 
Its head reclining toward the ground. 

This aged, sickly, sapless thorn. 
Which must, alas ! no longer stam^, 

Behold the cruel Dean in scorn 
Cuts down with sacrilegious han^ 

Dame Nature, when she saw the blow^ 
Astonish'd, gave a dreadful shriek f 

And mother Tellus trembled so. 
She scarce recovered in a week 

* Sir Archibald Achesoa, secretary of state for Scotland. F. 

f Dnimmond of Hawthornden, and Sir William Aleiander Earl of 
Itirling, who were both firiendf to Sir Archibald, and famous for their 
»oetry. P. v^ 
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The Sylvan powers, with fear perplex' d. 
In prudence and compassion, sent 

(For none could tell whose turn was next) 
Sad omens of the dire event. 

The magpie, lighting on the stock, 
Stood chattering with incessant din ; 

And with her beak gave many a knock, 
To rouze and warn the nymph within. 

The owl foresaw, in pensive mood. 
The ruin of her ancient seat ; 

And fled in haste, with all her brood. 
To seek a more secure retreat. 

Last trolled forth the gentle swine, 
To ease her itch against the stump, 

And dismally was heard to whine, 
All as she scrubb'd her meazly rump. 

The nymph who dwells in every tree^ 
(If all be true that poets chant) 

CondemnM by Fate's supreme decree. 
Must die with her expiring plant. 

Thus, when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn committed to her care. 

Received its last and deadly wound* 
She fled, and vanishM into air. 

, But from the root a dismal groan 

First issuing struck the murderer's ears; 
And, in a shrill revengeful tone. 
This prophecy he trembling hears ; 
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" Thou chief contriTcr of my fall. 

Relentless Dean, to mischief born ; 
'My kindred oft thine hide shall gall, 

Thj gown and cassock oft be torn. 

And thy confederate dame, who brags 

That she condemn'd nie to the fire, 
Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 

And wound her legs with every brier. 

Nor thou, Lord Arthur,"^ shalt escape ; 

To thee I often calFd in vain, 
Against that assassin in crape ; 

Yet thou could'st tamely see me slain; 

Nor, when I felt tlie dreadful blow. 

Or chid the Dean, or pinch'd thy spouse ; 

Since you could see me treated so 
(An old retainer to your house :) 

Jtf ay that fell Dean, by whose command 

Was formM this Machiavelian plot, 
Not leave a thistle on thy land ; 

Then who will own thee for a Scot ? 

I'igs and fanatics, cows and leagues^ 

Through all my empire I foresee, 
To tear thy hedges, join in leagues. 

Sworn to revenge my thorn and me. 

And thou, the wretch ordainM by fate, 

Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown. 
With hatchet blunter than thy pate. 

To hack my halloAv'd timber down; 

* Sir Arthur Achcwn- P. 
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When tlioUy lAispeDded high io air, 
Diest on a more ignoble tree, 

(For thou shall steal thy landlord's mare,) 
Then, bloody caitif i think on me«" 



EPITAPH, 

IN feERKELEF CHURCHYARD, GLOUCESTERSHIRIi. 

Here lies the Earl of Suirolk's fool, 

Men caird him Dicky Pearce ; 
His folly serv'd to make folks laugh. 

When wit and mirth were scarce. 

Poor Dick, alas ! is dead and gone, 

What signifies to cry ? 
Dickies enough are still behind, k 

To laugh at by and by. 

Buried June 1 8, 1 728, aged 63. 



MY LADY'S* LAMENTATION AND COM 
PLAINT AGAINST THE DEAN. 

JULY 23, 1728. 

Sure never did man see To punish my sins, 

A wretch like poor Nancy, Sir Arthur begins. 

So teasM day and night And gives me a wipe 

By a Dean and a Knight. With Skinny and Snipe : 

* Lad^ Aehewm. F-. 



MY LADY'S LAMENTATION. 
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Hk malice is plaio, 
Hallooing the dean. 
The Deau never stops, 
When he opens his chops ; 
I'm quite overrun 
With rebus and pun. 

Before he came here. 
To spunge for good cheer, 
I sate with delight. 
From morning till night. 
With two bony thumbs 
Could rub my old gums, 
Or scratching my nose. 
And jogging my toes ; 
But at present, forsooth, 
I must not rub a tooth. 
When my elbows he sees 
Held up by my kueea, 
My arms like two props, 
Supporting my chops. 
And just as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pendu- 
lum; 
He trips up my props, 
Aad down my chin drops, 
From my head to my 

heels. 
Like a clock without 

wheels ; 
t sink in tlie spleen, 
A useless machine. 

If he had his will, 
I should never sit still : 
He comes with his whims, 



I must move my limbs; 
I cannot be sweet 
Without using my feet ; 
To lengthen my breath. 
He tires me to death. 
By the worst of all squires 
Through bogs and thro' 

brieiiB, 
Where a cow woiild be 

startled, 
Tm in spite of my heart 

led; 
And, say what I will, 
Haul'd up every hill; 
Till, daggled and tatterM 
My spirits quite shatter^, 
I return home at night, 
And fast, out of spite : 
For I'd rather be dead, 
Than it e'er should be saijp 
I was better for him. 
In stomach or limb. 

But now to my diet ; 
No eating in quiet. 
He's still finding fault. 
Too sour or too salt: 
The wing of a chick 
I hardly can pick ; 
But trash without measure 
I swallow with pleasure. 

Next for his diversioo. 
He rails at my person :' 
What court breeding fna 

is: 
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He takes me to pieces : 
From shoulder to flank 
I'm lean and am lank ; 
M7 nose long and thin, 
Grows down to my chin ; 
Mj chin will not stay, 
But meets it half way ; 
My fingers, prolix, 
Are ten crooked sticks : 
He swears my el — bows 
Arc two iron crows. 
Or sharp pointed rocks, 
And wear out my smocks ; 
To 'scape them, Sir Ar- 
thur 
Is^orc'd to lie farther, 
Or his sides they would 

gore 
Like the tusk of a boar. 
Now, changing .the 
scene, 
But still to the Dean : 
lie loves to be bitter at 
A lady illiterate ; 
If he sees her but ouce, 
He'll swear she's a dunce ; 
Can tell by her looks 
A hater of books ; 
Through each line of her 

face 
Her folly cau trace ; 
Which spoils evexy fea- 
ture 
Bestow'd her by nature ; 



But sense gives a grace 
To the homeliest face : 
Wise books and reflectii 
Will mend the compl 

ion: 
(A civil divine ! 
I suppose, meaning miih 
No lady who wants the 
Can ever be handsome. 
I guess well enough 
What he means by 1 

stufT: 
He haws and he hum% 
At last out it comes : 
What, madam ? No wi 

No reading, nor talkin| 
You're now in your pri 
Make use of your time 
Consider, before 
You come to threescore 
How the hussies will fl 
Where'er you appear ; 
" That silly old puss 
Would fain be like us : 
What a figure she mad( 
In her tarnish'd brocadi 
And then he gn 
mild : 
Come be a good child : 
If you are inclin'd 
To polish your mind. 
Be ador'd by the mea 
Till threescore aud teo» 
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kill with die spleen 
lades of sucteeu ; 
low you the way : 

six hours a day. 
irits will frequent yc, 
think you but twenty. 
us was J drawn in ; 
▼e lue my sin. 
eakfast bell ask 
count of my task. 

word out of joint, 
jiB but a point, 
iges and frets, 
lanners forgets^ 
118 1 am fierious, 
ry imperious. 
Dok for delight 
come in my sight ; 
Instead of new plays, 
r^^'S'gjEssays, 
pbnr every day on 
nasty Pantheon. 
e not a drudge, 
11 the world judge. 
re better be blind, 

thus be confined, 
t, while in an ill tone, 
^ler poor Milton, 
[>ean, you will swear, 
study or prayer. 

aU the day saunter- 
ing* 

labourers bauter- 



Among liis colleagues, 
A parcel of Tcagues, 
Whom he brings in among 

us 
And bribes with mundun- 

gus ; 
Hail, fellow, well met, 
All dirty and wet : 
Find out, if you can. 
Who's master, wlio's man ; 
Who makes the best figure, 
The Dean or the digger ; 
And which is the best 
At crackuig a jest. 
IIoiv proudly he talks 
or zigzags and walks ; 
And all the day raves 
Of cradles and caves ; 
And boasts of his feats, 
Ilis grottoes and seats ; 
Shows all his gewgaws. 
And gapes for applause ; 
A fine occupation 
For one in his station t 
A hole where a rabbit 
Would scorn to inhabit, 
Dug out in an hour ; 
He calls it a bower. 

But) O ! how we laugh, 
To see a Mild calf 
Come, driven by heat. 
And foul the green seat ; 
Or run helter-skelter 
To his arbour for shelter, 
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Where all goes to rain 
The dean has been doing : 
Tlie girls of the village 
Come flocking for pillage, 
Pun down the fine briers 
And tlioms, to make fires ; 
But jet are so kind 
To leave something be- 
hind: 
,No more need be said on't, 
I smell when I tread onH. 
Dear friend, doctor Jin- 

If I could but win je, 
Or Walmsley or Whaley, 
To come hither daily, 
Since Fortune, my foe, 
Will needs have it so^ 
That I am, by her frowns^ 
Qondemo'd to black 
gowns; 



INTo 'squire to be found 
The neighbourhood 

round ; 
(For, under the rose, 
I would rather choose 

those) 
If your wives will pe^piit 

ye, 

Come here out of pity. 
To ease a poor lady. 
And beg her a play day. 
So may you be seen 
No more in the spleen f 
May Walmsley give wine 
Like a hearty divine ! 
May Whaley disgrace 
Dull Daniel's whey-face t 
And may your three 

spouses 
Let you -He j "^taiOi 

bouses! 




A, PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 1728. 

DERHOT, SHEELAH. 

A MTHPH and a swain, Sheelah and Dermot highf, 
Who wont to weed the court of Gosford knight;* 
While each with stubbed knife remov'd the roots, 
That rais'd between the stones their daily shoots; 
As at their work they sate in counterview. 
With mutual beauty smit, their passion grew. 



* Sir iirthair Aeheson. F. 
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■ 

^ng, heavenly Muse, ia sweetlj-flowing strain 
The soft endearmeots of the nymph and swain. 

dbbMot. 

My love to Sheelah is more ilnnly fixt, 
Than strongest weeds that grow these stones betwixt : 
My spud these nettles from the stones can part; 
No knife so keen to weed thee from my hearts 

SHEELAH. 

My love for gentle Dermot faster grows, 
Than yon tall dock that rises to thy nose. 
Cut down the dock, 'twill sprout again ; but O t 
Jjoye rooted out, again willnever grow. 

DSRMOTii 

^o more that brier thy tender leg 9hall rake : 
(I spare the thistles for Sir Arthur's^ sake) 
Sharp are the stones ; take thou this rushy mat; 
^Ehe hardest bum will bruise with sitting squat. 

SHBELAH. 

Thy breeches, torn behind, stand gaping wide; 
This petticoat shall save thy dear backside ; 
fifor need I blush ; although you feel it wet, 
Dermot, I vow, 'tis nothing else but sweat. 

DRR^OT. 

At an old stubborn root I chanc'd to tug, 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug : 
A longer ha'p'orthf never did I see ; 
This, dearest Sheelah, thou shalt share with me^ 

* Who waiB a great lover of Scotland* F. 
} Hal^ieBBTwo]^, F. 
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SHEELAH. 

In at the pantry door this morn Islipt, 
And from the shelf a charming crust I whipt : 
Dennb^ was out, and I got hither safe; 
And theii, my dear, shalt have the bigger half. 

DERMOT. 

When you saw Tady at long bullets play, 
Tou ^ate and lous'd him all a sunshine day : 
How could you> Sheelah, listen to his tales, 
Or crack such lice as his between your nails? 

SHEELAH. 

When you with Oonah stood behind a ditch, 
I peep'd, and saw you kiss the dirty bitch : 
Dermot, how could you touch these nasty sluts ? 
I almost wish'd this spud were in your guts. 

DERMOT. 

If Oonah once I kiss'd, forbear to chide; 
Her aunt's my gossip by my father's side : 
But, if I ever touch her lips again, 
May I be doom'd for life to weed in rain ! 

SHEELAH. 

Dermot, I swear, though Tady's locks could hq^d 
Ten thousand lice, and eveiy louse was gold; 
Him on my lap you never more shall see; 
Or may I lose my weeding knife — and thee ! 



«(. 



DERMOT. 

O, could I earn for thee, my lovely lass, 
A pair of broguesf to bear thee dry to mass ! 

* ^*ir Ax^'9 butlg. F. f Shoci witk flat loir lieeli. 11 
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But see, where Norab with the sowios* comes — 
Then let us rise, and rest our weaiy bums. 



ON THE 

FIVE LADIES AT SOT'S-HOLE, 

WFTH THE DOCTORt AT THEIR HEAD. 
V. B. THE LADIES TREATED THE DOCTOR. 
SENT AS FROM AN OFFICER IN THE ARMY. 172B. 

Fair ladies, number five, 

Who, in your merry freaks, 
With little Tom contrive 

To feast on ale and steaks; 

While he sits by a grinning, 

To see you safe in Sot's hole, 
Set up with greasy linen. 

And neither mugs nor pots whole ; 

Alas ! I never thought, 

A priest would please your palate^ 
Besides, I'll hold a groat, 

He'll put you in a ballad ; 

Where I shall see your faces 

On paper daub'd so foul. 
They'll be no more like Graces, 

Than Venus like an owl. 

"* A sort of flummery. F. 

f An al^ouse in Dublin, famoae for beefsteaks. F. 

X Dr. TboBM Sheridan. F. 

D 3 
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&Dd we shall take you rather 

To be a midDight pack 
Of witches met together, 

With Beelzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with wo. 
To think, such ladies fine 

Should be reduced so low. 
To treat a dull divioe. 

Be by a parson cheated ! 

Had 70U been cuQuing stager^ 
You might yourselves be treated 

By captains and by majors. 

Ste how corruption grows, 
While mothers, daughters, auDts^ 

Instead of powder'd beaus. 
From pulpits choose gallants. 

II we, who wear our wigs 
With fantail and with snake, 

Are bubbled thus by prigs ; 
Z-— ds! who would be a rake.^ 

Had I a heart to fight, 
I'd knock the doctor down ; 

Or could I read or write. 
Egad ! Vd wear a gown. 

Then leave him to his birch f" 
And at the Rose on Sunday, 

The parson safe at church, 
I'll treat you with burgundy. 

* Dr. S)itiMaa w»f a geh oolw Mft r* F. 
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PHE FIVE LADIES ANSWER TO THE 

BEAT]. 

BY DR. 8HBBHUN. 

WITH THE WIG AND WIN08 AT Bit Bl!^. 

Tou UtUe scribbliDg beau, 
What demon made you write ? 

Because to write you know 
As much as jou can fights 

For compliment so scurvy, 

I wish we had you here ; 
We'd turn you topsyturvy 

Into a mug of beer. 

Tou thought to make a farce oft 
The man and place we chose ; 

We're sure a single parson 
Is worth a hundred beaux. , 

And you would make us vassals, 

Good Mr. Wig and Wings, 
To silver clocks and tassels; 

Tou would, you Thing of Things S 

Because around your cane 

A ring of diamonds is set; 
And you, in some by lane. 

Have gain'd a paltry grisette 

diall we, of sense refin'd, 
Tour trifling ooosense bettr; 



M SWIFT'S POEMS. 

As ooisy as the wind, 
As empty as the air ? 

Wc hate your empty prattle ; 

And TOW and swear 'tis true, 
There's more in one child's rattle^ 

Than twenty fops like you. 



THE BEAU'S REPLY 

TO THE FIVE LADIES ANSWER. 

Why, how now dapper black, 
I smell yoiur gown and cassock^ 

As strong upon your back, 
As Tisdal* smells of a sock. 

To write such scurvy stuff! 

Fine ladies never do't ; 
I know you well enough, 

And eke your cloven foot. 

Fine ladies, when they write, 
Nor scold, nor keep a splutter : 

Their verses give delight. 
As soft and sweet as butter. 

But Satan never saw 

Such haggard lines as these : 
They stick athwart my maw, 

As bad as Suffolk cheese. 

* A clergyman in the North of Ireland who had Bade piD^ 
of marriage to ^UfH^t F. 
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THE JOURNAL OF A MODERN LADY. 

IN ▲ LETTER TO A PERSON OF QUALITY. 1728. 

Sib, 'twas a most unfriendly part 
In 7011, who ought to know mj heart. 
Are well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female commonweal — 
How could it come into your mind 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 
Against the sex to write a satire. 
And brand me for a womanhater ? 
On me, who think them all so fair, 
They rival Venus to a haii-; 
Their virtues never ceas'd to sing. 
Since first I learn'd to tune a string ? 
Methinks I hear the ladies cry, 
Will he his character belie ? 
Must never our misfortunes end ? 
And have we loal our only friend ? 
Ah, lovely nymphs ! remove your fears, 
No more let fall those precious tears. 
Sooner shall, &c. 

[Here several verses are tmntted.'] 

The hound be hunted by the hare, 
Than I turn rebel to the fair. 

'Twas you engag'd me first to write, 
Then gave the subject out of spite : 
The journal of a modern dame, 
la^ by my promise, what you clfim^ 
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My word is past, I must submU 
And yet perhaps jou may. be bit. 
I but transcribe; for not a line 
Of all the satire shall b^ mine. 
Compell'd by you to tag in rhymes 
The common slanders of the times, 
Of modem times, the guilt is yours,. 
And me my innocence secures. 
Unwilling Muse, begin thy lay. 
The annals of a female day. 

By nature tum'd to play the rake well', 
(As we shall show you in the sequel) 
The modern dame is wak'd by noon, 
(Some authors say not quite so soon) 
Because, though sore against her will, 
She sat all night up at quadrille. 
She stretches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 
And asks, if it be time to rise ; 
Of headadi and the spleen complains ; 
And then, to cool her heated brains, 
Her nightgown and her slippers brought her^ 
Takes a laige dram of citron water. 
Then to her glass; and, '^ Betty, pray 
Don't I look frightfully to-day ? 
But was it not confounded hard P 
Well, if I ever touch a card ! 
Four matadores, and lose codille ! 
Depend upon't, I never wilL 
But run to Tom, and bid him fix 
The ladies here to night by six." 
*' Madam, the goldsmith waits below; 
He says, his business is to know 
If you'll redeem the silver cup 
He keeps inpawu?"— ''First, show him up. 
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^ Tour dressiog-plate hell be coDtent 
To take, for intereit cent per cent. 
Aod, madam, there's my lady Spade 
Has sent this letter by her maid : 
Well, I remember what she won ; 
And has she sent so soon to dun ? 
Here, carry down these ten pistoles 
My husband left to pay for coals : 
I thank my stars, they all are light ; 
And I may have revenge to-night." 
Now, loitering o'er her tea and cream. 
She enters on her usual theme ; 
Her last night's ill success repeats. 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats : 
^ She slipt spadillo in her breast, 
Then thought to turn it to a jest : 
There's Mrs. Cut and she combine, 
And to each other give the rign." 

ThitNigh every game pursues her tale, 

Like hunters o'er th^p^vening ale. 
Now to another scene give place : 

Enter the folks with silk and lace: 

Fresh matter for a world of chat. 

Right Indian this, right Mechlin that ; 

^' Observe this pattern; there's a stuff; 

I can have custon^JH enough: 

Dear madam, you are grown so hard — 

This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard i 

Madam, if there be truth in man, 

I never sold so cheap a fon." 
This business of importance o'er. 

And madam ahnost dress'd by four ; 

The footman, in his usual phrase, 

Gomes up with, ^ Madam, dioner «tays,** 
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She answers, io her usual style, 
<^ The cook must keep it back a vfhile : 
I neyer can haye time to dress, 
No woman breathing takes up less^ 
I'm hurried so, it makes me sick ; 
I wish the dinner at Old Nick." 
At table now she acts her part. 
Has all the dinner cant hj heart : 
^ 1 thought we were to dine alone, 
3I7 dear ; for sure, if I had known 
This company would come to-day — 
But really 'tis my spouse's way ! 
He's so unkind, he never sends 
To tell when he invites his friends : 
I wish ye may but have enough !" 
And while with all this paltry stuff 
She sits tormenting every guest, 
Kor gives her tongue one moment's rest. 
In phrases batter'd, stale, and trite, 
Which modern ladiet^sll polke ; 
You see the booby husband sit 
In admiration at her wit t 

But let me now a while survey 
Our madam o'er her evening tea ; 
Surrounded with her noisy clans 
Of prudes, coquets, and harridans ; 
When, frighted at the clamorous crew. 
Away the God of Silence flew, 
And fair Discretion left the place. 
And Modesty with blushing face ; 
Now enters overweening Pride, 
. And Scandal ever gaping wide, 
Hypocrisy with frown severe, 
Scurrility with gibing air| 
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Rude laughter seeoiiiv; like to bunt, 
And Malice always judging wont ; 
And Vanity with pocket glass, 
And Impudence with front of bras% 
And studied Affectation came, 
£ach limb and feature out of frame; 
While Ignorance, with brain of lead, 
Flew hovering o'er each female head. 

Whj should I ask of thee, my Muse^ 
A hundred tongues, as poets use. 
When, to give every dame her due. 
A huudred thousand were too few ? 
Or how should I, alas ! relate 
The sum of all their senseless prate, 
Their inuendoes, hints, and slanders. 
Their meaning lewd, and double entendres ? 
Now comes the general scandal chai^; 
What some invent, the rest enla]|;e ; 
And, "« Madam, if it be a lie. 
You have the tale as cheap as I ; 
I must conceal my author's name : 
But now His known to common fame.'' 

Say, foolish females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 
Are you on vices most severe, 
Wherein yourselves have greatest share ? 
Thus every fool herself deludes; 
The prudes condemn the absent prudes: 
Mopsa, who stinks her spouse to death, 
Accuses Chloe's tainted breath; 
Hircina, rank with sweat, presumes 
To censure Phyllis for perfumes ; 
While crooked Cynthia, sneering, sayS| 
That Florimel wears iron stays ; 
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Chloe, ef every oazcorab jealouB, 
Admires bow girli caa talk with fellawr; 
And, full of indignatioD, frets, 
That women should be such coquets : 
Iris, for scandal most notorious. 
Cries, *' Lord, the world Is so censorious!'^ 
And Rufa, with her cmnbs of lead, 
Whispers that Sappho's hair is red : 
Aura, whose tongue you hear a mile hqii^ 
Talks half a day in praise of silence : 
And Sylvia, full of inward guilt, 
Calls Amoret an arrant jilt* 

Now voices over voices rise^ 
While each to be the loudest vies : 
They contradict, affirm, dispute, 
No single tongue one moment mute; 
All mad to speak, and none to hearken, 
They set the very lapdog barking ; 
Their chattering makes a louder din >■ 
Than fishwives 6*ex a cup of gin ; 
Not schoolboys at a barring out 
Rais'd ever sucti incessant rout : 
The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not such a clatter; 
Far less the rabble roar and rail, 
When drunk with sour election ale. 

Nor do they trust their tongues alone, 
But speak a language of their own ; 
Can read a nod, a ehrug, a look, 
Far better than a printed book ; 
Convey a libel in a frown, 
And wink a reputation down : 
Or, by the tossing of the fan. 
Describe the lady and the man. 
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But see, the female elub disbandfl^ 
Each twenty visits od her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam sits 
In vapours and hysterick fits : 
** And was not Tom this morning sent? 
I'd lay my Hfe he never went : 
Fast six, and not a living soul ! 
I might by this have won a vole." 
A dreadful interval of spleen ? 
How shall we pass the time between 
*' Here, Betty, let me take my drops ; 
And feel my pulse, I know it stops : 
TUs head of mine, lord, how it swims ! 
And such a pain in all my limbs !" 
** Dear madam, try to take anap"— 
But now they hear a footman's rap : 
^ Go, run, and light the ladies up ; 
It must be one before we sup.'' 

The table, cards, and counters, set. 
And all the gamester ladies met, 
Her spleen and fitsrecover'd quite, 
Our madam can sit-up all n^t ; 
" Whoever comes, I'm not within,*'^^ 
Quadrille's the word, and so begin. 
How can the Muse her aid impai^ 

Unskill'd in all the terms of art? 

Or in harmonious numben put 

The deal, the shuffle, and the cut ? 

The superstitious whims relate, 

That fiD a female gamester's pate ? 

What agony of soul she feels 

To see a knave's inverted heels! 

She draws up card by card, to find 

Good fortune peeping from behfod » 
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With panting heart, and earnest eyes, 

Ip hope to see spadillo rise ; 

In vain, alas ! her hope is fed ; 

She draws an ace, and sees it red^ 

In ready counters never pays, 

But pawns her snuffbox, rings, and keys ; 

£ver with some new fancy struck. 

Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 

'* This morning, when the parson came, 

I said I should not win a game. 

This odious chair, how came I stuck in't ? 

I think I never had good luck in't. 

I'm so uneasy in ny stays ; 

Tour fan a moment, if you please. 

Stand farther, girl, or get you gone ; 

I always lose when you look on," 

^^ Lord! madam, you have lost codille: 

I never saw you play so ill." 

" Nay, madam, give me leave to say, , 

'Twas you that threw the game away : 

When lady Tricksey playM a four. 

You took it with a matadore ; 

I saw you touch your wedding ring 

Before tAj lady calPd a king; 

You spoke a word began with H, 

And I know whom you mean to teach, 

Because you held the king of hearts ; 

Fie, madam, leave these little arts.'' 

'^ That's not so bad as one that rubs 

Her chair to call the king of clubs ; 

And makes her partner understand 

A matadore is in her hand." 

^' Madam, you have n6 cause to flounce, 

I swear I saw you thrice renounce." 
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'* And truly, madam, I know when 

Instead of five, jou scor'd mc ten. 

Spadillo here has got a mark : 

A child may know it in the dark : 

I guess'd the hand ; it seldom faib : 

I wish some folks would pair their nails.^' 

While thus they rail, and scold, and storm. 
It passes but for common form : 
But, conscious that they all speak true. 
And give each other but their due,0 
It never interrupts the game, 
Or makes them sensible of shame. 

The time too precious now to waste, 
The supper gobbled up in haste ; 
Again afresh to cards they run. 
As if they had but just begun. 
But I shall not again repeat, 
How oft they squabble, snarl, and cheat. 
At last they hear the watchman knock, 
" A frosty mom — past four o'clock." 
The chairmen ai'e not to be found, 
'* Come, let us play the other round." 

Now all in haste they huddle on 
Their hoods, their cloaks, and get them gone; 
But, first, the winner must invite 
The company to-morrow night. 

Unlucky madam, left in tears, 
(Who now again quadrille forswears) 
With empty purse, and aching head, 
Steals to her sleeping spouse to bed. 
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A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN MAD MULLIKIX AND TIMOTHT. 172S. 

M. I OWN, 'tiB Dot mj bread aod butter ; 
But prithee, Tim, why all this clutter ? 
"Why ever lo these ragio^ fits, 
Damning t^Hell the Jacobites ? 
When, if 70U search the kingdom roua4 
There's hardly twenty to be found ; 
JNTo, Dot among the priests and friars — 

T. 'Twixt you and me, G— d d — a the Uais t 

M. The tories are gone every man over 
To our illustrious house in Hanover ; 
From all tlieir conduct this is plain ; 
And then — 

T. G — d d — ^D the liars again ! 
Did not an earl but lately vote, 
To bring in (I could cut his throat) ^ 

Our whole accounts of public debts ? 

M. Lord ! how thit frothy coxcomb irets i [aside. 

T. Did not an able statesman bishop 
This dangerous horrid motion dish up 
As popish craft ? did he not rail on't ? 
Show fire and faggot in the tail on't f 
Proving the earl a grand olSender, 
And in a plot for the pretender; 
Whose fleet, 'tis all our fiiends o[»nioB, 
Was then embarking at Avignon ? 

M. These wrangling jars of whig and tory. 
Are stale and worn as Troy-town story : 
The wrong, 'tis certain, you were both in, 
And now you find you fought for nothing. 
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Tour factioo, vlieo their game was new, 

Might want such noisy fools as you ; 

ButjoUf when all the show is past, 

Resolve to stand it out the last ; 

like Martin Marrall,* g&ping (Hi, 

IXot minding when the song is done. 

When all the bees are gone to settle, 

Tou clatter still your brazen kettle. 

The leaders whom you listed under. 

Have dropt their arms, and seiz'd the plunder ; 

And when the war is past, you come 

To rattle in their ears your drum : 

And as that hateful hideous Crrecian 

Thenites (he was your relation) 

Was more abhorr'd and scorn'd by those 

With whom he serv'd, than by his foes; 

So thou art grown the detestation 

Of all thy party through the nation : 

Thy peevish and perpetual teasing 

With plots, and Jacobites, and treason, 

Thy busy, never^meaning face. 

Thy screw'd up front, thy state grimace, 

Thy f(Mrmal nods, important sneers, 

Thy whisperings foisted in all cars, 

(Which are, whatever you may think. 

But nonsense wrapt up in a stijik) 

Have made thy presence, in a true sense, 

To thy own side, so d — n'd a nuisance, 

That, when they have you in their eye, 

As if the Devil drove, they fly. 

T. My good friend Mullinix, forbear ; 
I vow to G — ^ you're too severe : 

* A character in one of Drydeo'e comedies. H. 
VOL. XI. B 
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If it could ever jet be known 
I took advice, except mj own, 
It should be yours; but, d-— n my blood! 
I must pursue the public good : 
The faction (is it not notorious?) 
Keck at the memory of Glorious :* 
'Tis true ; nor need I to be told. 
My quondam friends are grown so cold; 
That scarce a creature can be found 
To prance with me the statue round. 
The public safety, I foresee, 
Henceforth depends alone on me ; 
Aad while this vital breath I blow, 
Or from above, or from below, 
I'll sputter, swagger, curse, and rail, 
The tories terror, scourge, and flail. 

M. Tim, you mistake the matter quite; 
The tories ! you arc their delight ; 
And should you act a different pait. 
Be grave and wise, 'twould break theu* heart* 
Why, Tim, you have a taste I know, 
And often see a puppetshow : 
Observe, the audience is in pain. 
While Punch is hid behind the scene ; 
But, when they hear his rusty voice. 
With what impatience they rejoice ! 
And then they value not two straws, 
How Solomon decides the cause, 
Which the true mother, which pretender ; 
Nor listen to the witch of Endor. 
Should Faustus, with the Devil behind him, 
Enter the stage, they never mind him : 

4^ KiDg WiUiaai III. K. 
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If Punch, to stir their faucy, shows 
Id at the door his monstrous nose, 
Then sudden draws it back again : 
O what a pleasure mixM with pain ! 
You every moment tliiuk an age, 
Till he appeal's upon the stage : 
And first his hum you see him clap 
Upon the queen of Sheba's lap : 
The duke of Lorraine drew his sword ; 
Punch roaring ran, and running roarM, 
Reviles all people in his jargon. 
And sells the king of Spain a bargain ; 
St. George himself he plays the wag on, 
Andjnounts astride upon the dragon; 
He gets a thousand thumps and kicks, 
Yet cannot leave his roguish tricks ; 
In every action thrusts his nose ; 
The reason why, no mortal knows : 
Id doleful scenes that break our heart. 
Punch comes, like you, and lets a fart» 
There's not a puppet made of wood. 
But what would hang him, if they could ; 
While, teasing all, by all he's teas'd, 
How well are the spectators pleas^l ! 
Who in the motion have no share. 
But purely come to hear and stare ; 
Have no concern for Sabra's sake. 
Which gets the better, sai^t or snake, 
Provided Punch (for there's the jest) 
Be soundly raaulM, and plague the rest. 

Thus, Tim, philosophers suppose. 
The world consists of puppet-shows ; 
Where petulant conceited fellows 
Perform the part of Puncbiuelloes : 
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So at this'bootl), which we call Dublin, 
Tim, thou^rt the Punch to stir up trouble in; 
Tou wriggle, fidge, and make a rout, 
Put all your brother puppets out, 
Run on in a perpetual round, 
To tease, perplex, disturb, confound ; 
Intrude with monkey grin and clatter 
To interrupt all serious matter; 
Are grown the nuisance of your clan. 
Who hate and scorn you to a man : 
But then the lookers on, die tories. 
You still divert with merry stories ; 
They would consent that all the crew 
Were hangM, before they'd part with you. 

But tell me, Tim, upon the spot, 
By all this toil what hast thou got ? , 

If tories must have all the sport, 
I fear youll be disgrac'd at court; 

T. Got ? D— n my blood ! I frank my lettei% 
Walk to my place before my betters ; 
And, simple as I now stand here, 
Expect in time to be a peer — 
Got ? D — ^n me ! why I got my will ! 
Ke'er hold my peace, and ne'er stand still : 
I fart with twenty ladies by ; 
They call me beast ; and what care I ? 
I bravely call the tories Jacks, 
And sons of whores — ^behind their backs. 
But, could you bring me once to think. 
That when I strut, and stare, and stink, 
Bevile and slander, fume and storm. 
Betray, make oath, impeach, inform. 
With such a constant loyal zeal 
To serve myself and commonweal, 
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And fret the tones' soul to death, 
I did but lose 007 precious breath ; 
And^ when I damn my soul to plague 'em, 
Am, as 70U tell me, but tlieir may-game ; 
Consume my vitals ! they shall know, 
I am not to be treated so ; 
I'd rather haog myself by half, 
Than give those rascals cause to laugh. 

But how, my friend, can I endure. 
Once so renown'd, to live obscure ? 
No little boys and girls to cry, 
" There's nimble Tim a passing by l" 
No more my dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a party hatred ? 
Will none the tory dogs pursue, 
When through the streets I cry halloo ? 
Must all my d — n mes ! bloods and wounds ! 
Pass only now for empty sounds? 
Shall tory rascals be elected, 
Although I swear them disaffected ? 
And, when I roar, '' A plot, a plot I" 
Will our own party mind me not ? 
So qualifi'd to swear and lie, 
Will they not tiiist me for a spy ? 

Dear Mullinix, your good advice 
I beg ; you see the case is nice : 
O ! were I equal in renown, 
Like thee to please this thankless town ! 
Or, bless'd with such engaging parts 
To win the truant schoolboys'- hearts ! 
Thy virtues meet their just reward. 
Attended by the sable guard; 
Charm'd by thy voice, the 'prentice drops 
The snow-ball destin'd at thy chops : 
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Thy graceful steps, and coloneFs aSr, 
Allure the cmder-pickiog fair. 

M. JN"o more — in mark of true aiTectioo^ 
I take thee uuder my protection : 
Your parts are good, 'tis not deni'd $ 
I wish they had been well appli'd. 
But now observe luy counsel, (vis.) 
Adapt your habit to your phyz^ 
Tou must no longer thus equip y^ 
As Horace says, optai ephippia ; 
(There's Latin too, that you may see 

How much iraprov'd by Dr. ) 

I have a coat at home, that you may try ^ 

^Tis just like this, which hangs by geometi]^. 

My bat has much the nicer air ; 

Tour block will fit it to a hair } 

That wig, I would not for the worl^ 

Have it so formal, and so curl'd ; 

'Twill be so oily and so sleek, 

Wlien I have lain in it a week. 

You'll find it well prepar'd to take 

The figure of toupee and snake. 

Thus dress'd alike from top to toe, 

That which is which 'tis hard to know ; 

When first in public we appear, 

I'll lead the van, you keep the rear: 

Be careful, as you walk behind ; 

Use all the talents of your mind ; 

Be studious well to imitate 

My portly motion, mien, and gait; 

Mark my address, and learn my styles 

When to look scornful, when to smile f 

Nor sputter out your oaths so fast, 

But keep your swearijig to the last. 
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Theo at our leisure well be wittj. 
And in the streets divert the city ; 
The ladies from the windows gaping, 
The children all our motions aping. 
Tour conversation to refine, 
I'll take 70U to some friends of mine; 
Choice spirits, who employ their parts 
To mend the world by useful arts; 
Some cleansing hollow tubes, to spy 
Direct the zenith of the sky; 
Some have the city in their care. 
From noxious steams to purge the air : 
Some teach us in these dangerous days 
How to walk upright in our ways ; 
Some whose reforiniug hands engage 
To lash the lewdness of the age $ 
Some for the public service go 
Perpetual envoys to and fro ; 
Whose able heads support the weight 
Of twenty ministers of state. 
We scorn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parties o'er our bonnyclabber; 
Nor are we studious to inquire. 
Who votes for manors, who for hire : 
Our care is to improve the mind 
With what concerns all human kind ; 
The various scenes of mortal life ; 
Who beats her husband, who his wife : 
Or how the bully at a stroke 
Knocked down the boy, the lantern broke. 
One tells the rise of cheese and oatmeal : 
Another when he got a hot meal ; 
One gives advice in proveit)s old. 
Instructs us how to tame a scold ; 
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One shows Ik>w bravely Audouiu di'd. 
And at the gallows all deni'd ; 
How hj the almanac 'tis clear, 
That hernDg:s will be cheap this year. 

T. Dear Mullioix, I now lament 
My precious time so long misspent, 
By nature meant for nobler ends: 
O, introduce me to your friends ! 
For whom by birth I was design'd, 
Till politics debas'd my mind : 
I give m3rself entire to you : 
O — d d — ^n the whigs and tories too I 



TIM* AND THE FABLES. 

My meaning will be best unrareird, 
When I premise that Tim has travell'd. 
In Lucas's by chance here lay 
The Fables writ by Mr. Gay. 
Tim set the volume on a lable, 
Read over here and there a fable ; 
And found, as he the pages twirl'd. 
The monkey who had seen the world : 
(For Tonson had, to help the sale, 
Prefix'd a cut to every tale.) 
The monkey was completely di*est. 
The beau in all bis aire exprest. 
Tim, with surprise and pleasure staring, 
Ran to the glass, and then compaiing 
His own sweet figure with the print, 
Distinguish'd every feature in't, 

* Sec an account of Tim in " The Intelligencer,«» No, X. P. 
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The twist, the squeeze, the rump, the fidge io all. 

Just as they look'd in the original. 

" By — ," says Tim, and let a f— t. 

This graver understood his art 

'Tis a true copy, I'll say that for't ; 

I well remember when I sat for't 

My very lace, at first I knew it ; 

Just in this dress the painter drew it" 

Tim, with his likeness deeply smitten. 

Would read what underneath was written. 

The merry tale, with moral grave. 

He now began to storm and rave : 

^ The cursed villian ! now I see 

TUb was a libel meant at me : 

These scribblers grow so bold of late 

Against us ministers of state ! 

Such Jacobites as he deserve — 

D — n me ! I say, they ought to starve." 



TOM MULLIiaX AND DICK. 

Tom and Dick had equal fame. 
And both had equal knowledge ; 

Tom could write and spell his name, 
But Dick had seen the college. 

Dick a coxcomb, Tom was mad, 

And both alike diverting ; 
Tom was held the merrier lad, 

But Dick the best at fartiDg. 

£ 2 
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Pick would cock his nose in scorn^ 
Bdt Tom. was kind and loving; 

Tom a footboy bred and born. 
But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a jig, 
But Tom was best at borees : 

Tom would pray for every whig. 
And Dick curse all th^ tories* 

Dick would make a'woful noise, 
And scold at an election ; 

Tom huzza'd the black-guard boys, 
And held them in subjection. 

Tom could move with lordly grace, 
Dick nimbly skipt the gutter ; 

Tom could talk with solemn face^ 
But Dick could better sputter. 

Dick was come to high renown 
Since he commenced physician ; 

Tom was held by all the town 
The deeper politician. 

Tom bad the^enteeler swing, 
Hb hat could nicely put on ; 

Dick knew better how to swing 
His cane upon a button^ 

Dick for repartee was fit. 
And Tom for deep discerjoltng ; 

Dick was thought the brighter wit^ 
But Tom had better learain^ 
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Dick with zealous noes and ajes 

Could roar as loud as Steotor, 
Iq the house 'tis all he says ; 

But Tom is eloquenter. 



DICK, A MAGGOT; 

As yfheUf from rooting in a bin, 

All powderM o'er from tail to chin, 

A lively maggot sallies out. 

You know him by his hazel snout : 

So when the grandson of his grandsire 

Forth issuing wriggling, Dick Drawcansir, 

With powder'd rump and back and side, 

Tou cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 

For 'tis beyond the power of meal 

The gipsy visage to conceal : 

For, as he shakes his wainscot chops, 

Down every mealy atom drops, 

And leaves the tartar phyz in sliow, 

Like a fresh t — d just dropt on snow. 



CLAD ALL IN BROWN. TO DICK, 

IMITATED FRO:»I COWLSV. 

Foulest brute that stinks below. 

Why in this brown dost tliou appear ? 
For would'st thou make a foider show> 
Thou must go naked all the year. 
Fresh from the mud a wallowing sow 
Would then be not so brown as thoR* 

E 3 
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Tis not the coat that looks so dun. 

His hide emits a foulness out ; 
Not oue jot better looks the sun 
Seen from behind a dirty clout : 
So t-^s within a glass enclose, 
The glass will seem as brown as those. 

Thou now one heap of foulness art. 
All outward and witliin is foul ; 
Condensed filth in every part, 
Thy body's clothed like thy soul ; 
Thy soul, which through thy hide of buif 
Scarce glimmers like a dying snuff. 

Old carted bawds such garments wear, 

When pelted all with dirt they shine ; 
Such their exalted bodies are, 
As shrivell'd and as black as thine. 
If thou wert in a cart, I fear 
Thou would'st be pelted worse than they're. 

Tet, when we see thee thus array'd. 

The neighbours think it is but just. 
That thou should^st take an honest trade, 
And weekly carry oiit the dust. 
Of cleanly houses who will doubt, 
Whep Dkk crie8» ^ Dust to carry out ?" 
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Dull UDiformity io fools, 
I hate, who gape and soeer by rules. 

You, Mullinix, and slobbering C >, 

Who every day and hour the same are ^ 

That vulgar talent I despise 

Of pissiog ii^ the rabble's eyes. 

And when I listen to the noise 

Of idiots roaring to the boys ; 

To better judgment still submitting, 

I own I see but little wit in ; 

Such pastimes, when our taste is nic^ 

Can please at most but once or twice. 

But then consider Dick, you'll find 
' His genius of superior kind : 
He never muddles in the dirt, 
NcMT scours the streets without a shirt; 
Though Dick, I dare presume to say. 
Could do such feats as well as they. 
Dick I could venture every where, 
liCt the boys pelt him if they dare^ 
He'd have tliem tryM at the assizes 
For priests and Jesuits in disguises ; 
Swear they were with the Swedes at Bender, 
And listing troops for the pretender. 

But Dick can f— *t, and dance, and frisky 
Ko other monkey half so brisk ; 
Now has the speaker by the ears, 
SText moment in the house of peers ; 
Now scolding at my lady Eustace, 
Or thrashing Baby in her new stays. 
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Presto ! be gone ! Tvith t'other hop 
He^s powderiug in a barber's shop ; 
JN'ow at the antichamber thrusting 
His nose to get the circle just in, 
And d — ^ns his blood, that in the rear. 
He sees one single tory there : 
Then, wo be to my lord lieutenant. 
Again he'll tell him, and again on't; 



EPITAPH, 

ON GENERAL GORGES,* AND LADY HEATH.f 

Under this stone lies Dick and Dolly* 
Doll dying first, Dick grew melancholy ; 
For Dick without Doll thought living a folly. 

Dick lost in Doll a wife tender and dear : 
But Dick lost by Doll twelve hundred a year ; 
A loss that Dick thought no mortal could bear. 

Dick sighM for his Doll, and his mournful arms cross'd ; 
Thought much of his Doll, and the jointure he lost : 
The first vex'd him much, the other vox'd most. 

Thus loaded with grief, Dick sigh'd and he cried : 
To live without both full three days he tried} 
But liked neither loss, and so quietly died. 



* Of Kilbnie, in the county of M eath. P. 

f Dorothy, dowager of Edward, Earl of Meath. She was married 
to the general in 1716 : and died April 10) 1728. Her husband fui^ 
Fired her but two dayi. F. 
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ick left a pattern few will copy afler ; 

hen, reader, pray shed some tears of salt water; 

ir so sad a tale is no subject of laughter. 

!eath smiles for the jointure, though gotten so late ; 
be son laughs, that got the hard gotten estate : 
nd Coffe* grins, for getting the Alicant plate. 

ere quiet diey lie, in hopes to rise one daj, 
dth solemnly put in this hole on a Sunday, 
nd here rest sic transit gloria mundi ! 



TERSES ON I KNOW NOT WHAT. 

My latest tribute here I send^ 
With thb let your collection ends 
Thus I consign you down to fame 
A character to praise or blame : 
And if the whole may pass for true, 
Contented rest, you have your due. « 
Give future time the satisfaction, 
To leave one handle for detractioB^ 



DR. SWIFT TO HIMSELF. 

ON SAINT CECILIA^S DAT. 

EiAVB Dean of St. Patrick's, how comes it to pas% 
bat you, who know music no more than an ass; 
hat you, who so lately were writing of Drapiers^ 
XNiUl lend your cathedral to players and scrapers ? 

* John Cuffe, of Desart, Esq. married the general's eldest danglh 
r. P. 



# 



112 SWIFT'g POEMS- 

To act such an opera oace in a year. 
So offeDsive to every true protestant ear, 
With trumpets, and fiddles, and organs, and singing, 
Will sure the pretender and popery bring in. 
Ko protestant prelate, his lordship or grace, 
Durst there show his right or most reverend face : 
How would it pollute their crosiers and rochets! 
To listen to minim% and quavers, and crotchets. 

[The rest is wanting.] 



DR. SHERIDAN'S BALLAD 

ON BALLYSPELLIN. 1728. 

All you that would refine your bloody 

As pure as famM Llewellyn, 
By waters clear, come every year, 

To drink at BallyspeUin. 

Though pox or itch your skins enric 

With rubies past the telling, 
'Twill clear your skin before youVe been 

A month at BallyspeUin. 

If lady's cheek be green as leek 
When she comes from her dwelling, 

The kindling rose within it glows 
When she's at BallyspeUin. 

The sooty brown, who comes from town, 

Grows here as fair as Helen ; 
Then back she goes, to kill the beaux 

Bj dint of Ballybpellin. 
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Our ladies are as fresh and fair 

As Rose, or bright DunkelUng : 
And Mars might make a fair mistake, 

Were he at Balljspellin. 

We men submit as they think fit, 

And here is no rebelling : 
The reason's plain ; the ladies reign, 

They're queens at Ballyspellin. 

By matchless charms, unconquer'd arms, 

They have the way of quelling 
Such de^erate foes as dare oppose 

Their power at Ballyspellin. 

• 

Cold water turns to fire, and bums, 

I know, because I fell in 
A stream, which came from one brigiit dame 

Who drank at Ballyspellin. 

Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance, 

To bring their Anne or Nell in. 
With so much grace, I'm sure no place 

Can vie with Ballyspellin. 

No politics, no subtle tricks, 

No man his country selling : 
We eat, we drink; we never think 

Of these at Ballyspellin. 

The troubled mind, the puft with wind, 

Do all come here pellmell in ; 
And they are sure to work their cure 

By drinkiog Ballyspellin. 
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Though dropsy fills you to the gillg, 
From chin to toe though swelliog, 

Pour iu, pour out, you caanot doubt 
A cure at Ballyspellin. 

Death throws do darts through all the par(8, 
No sextoDB here are knelUng : 

Come, judge and try, you'll never die, 
But live at BaUyspelUn. 

Except you feel darts tipt with steel, 
Which here are every belle ia : 

When from their eyes sweet rain flies, 
We die at Ballyspellin. 

Good cheer, sweet air, much joy, no care, 
Your sight, your taste, your smelling. 

Your ears, your touch, transported much 
Each day at BallyspeUin. 

Within this ground we all sleep sound, 

No noisy dogs a-yelling ; 
Except you wake, for Ceelia's sake. 

Ail night at Ballyspellin. 

There all you see, both he and she. 

No lady keeps her cell in ; 
But all partake the mirth we make, 

Who drink at Ballyspellin* 

My rhymes are gone ; I think I've none, 
Unless I should bring Hell in ; 

But, since I'm here to Heaven so near, 
I can't at Ballyspellin ! 



( li5) 



ANSWER. BY DR. SWIFT 

Darb you dispute, you saucy brute, 
And think there's do refelliug 

Tour scurvy lays, and senseless praise 
You giye to Ballyspellio ? 

However you flounce, I here pronounce, 

Your medicine is repellinig ; 
Your water's mud, and sours the blood 

When drunk at Ballyspellin. 

Those pocky drabs, to cure their scabs. 

You thither are compelling. 
Will back be sent worse than they went, 

From nasty Ballyspellin. 

Uewllyn why ? As well may J 

T^'ame honest doctor Pellin ; 
So hard sometimes you tug for rhymes. 

To bring in BaUyspellin* 

No subject fit to try your wit. 

When you went colonelling; 
By dull intrigues 'twixt jades and teagues 

You met at Ballyspellin. 

Our lasses fair, say what you dare. 
Who sowins make with shelling. 

At Market-hill more beaux can kill, 
Than yours at SallyspeUin. 
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Would I was whipt, when Sheelah strip.!. 

To wash herself our well in ; 
A bum so white ne'er came in sight 

At paltry Balljspellin* 

Your mawkios there smocks hempen wear ; 

Of Holland not an ell in, 
No, not a rag, whate'er you brag, 

Is found at Ballyspellin. 

But Tom will prate at any rate, 

All other nymplis expelling; 
Because he gets a few grisettes 

At lousy Ballyspellin. 

There's bonny Jane, In yonder lane, 
Just o'er against the Bell inn ; 

Where can you meet a lass so sweet. 
Round all your Ballyspellin ! 

We have a girl deserves an earl ; 

She came from Enniskellin : 
So fair, so young, no such among 

The belles of Ballyspeilin. 

How would you stai*e, to see her there 

The foggy mists dispelling, 
That cloud the brows of every blowse 

Who lives at Ballyspellm ! 

I^ow, as I live, I would not give 

A stiver or a skellin, 
To towse and kiss the fairest miss 

That leaks at BaUyspeUia. 
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Whoe'er will raise such lies as these 
Deserves a good cudgelliDg: 

Who falsely boasts of belles and toasts 
At dirty Ballyspeilio. 

My rhymes are gone to all but one, 
Which is, our trees are felling; 

As proper quite as those you -write, 
To force in Ballyspellin. 



PARODY 

ON ▲ CHARACTER OF DEAM 8MEDI<EY« ' 
WRITTEN IN LATIN BY HIMSELF.*" 

The veiy reverend dean Smedley, 
Of dullness, pride, conceit, a medley, 

* INSCRIPTION, 

BT DSAN SMSDtBT. 1729. 

Eeverendus Decanus, Jonathan SMEOLxr« 

Theologia instructus, in Poesi exercitatus, 

Politioribui excultus Uteris ; 

Parce pius, impius minime; 

Veritatis Indagator, Libertatis Assertor; 

SubBannatus multis, Oaistiditus quibusdam, 

Exoptatus plurimis, omoibus amicus, 

Aactor hvgus sententis, Patrbs iunt vxtulje. 

Par laudem et vituperium, per famam atqus iDfamiam ; 

Utramqae fortunam, variosque expertus casus, 

Mente sana, sano corpore, voleii», Istusque, 

Lustris plus qaam xx numeratis, 

Ad rem fiumliarem restauraadam augendamque, 
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Was equally allowM to shine 

As poet, schdiar, and divine; 

With godliness could well dispense, 

Would be a rake, but wanted sense ; 

Would strictly after Truth inquire. 

Because he dreaded to come nigh her. 

For Liberty no champion bolder. 

He hated baiiifTs at his shoulder. 

To half the M-orld a standing jest, 

A perfect nuisance to the rest ; 

From many (and we may believe him) 

Had the best wishes they could give him. 

To all mankind a constant friend, 

Provided they had cash to lend. 

One thing he did before he weo^ hence, 

He left us a laconic sentence, 

By cutting of his phrase, and trimming. 

To prove that bishops were old women* 

Poor Envy durst not show her phiz, 

She was so terrified at his. 

He waded, without any shame, 

Through thick and thin to get a narae^ 

Tried every sharping trick for bread, 

And after all he seldom sped. 

When Fortune favour'd, he was nice ; * 

He never once would cog the dice : 

But, if she turn'd against his play» 

He knew to stop d quatre trois, 

£t ad Evangelium Indos inter Orientales prttdicandun, 

GrtWB^ idibus Februarii, navem ascendens, 
Arcemque Sancli petens Gwrgii^ vernale per aequinozite, 
ADDo^AIne Christianse mdccxxitiii, 

TraDflfretavit, 
Fata vocant— reroceatque precaaiur. 
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Now sound io mind, and sound in corpus^ 
(Sajs he) though swelled like any porpoise, 
He bies from hence at forty-four, 
(But by his leave he sinks a score) 
To the East Indies, there to cheat, 
Till he can purchase an estate : 
Where, after he has filFd his chest, 
He'll mount his tub, and preach his best, 
And plainly prove, by dint of text, 
This world is his, and theirs the next, 
liest that the reader should not know 
The bank where last he set his toe, 
^Twas Greenwich. There he took a ship, 
And gave his creditors the slip, 
But lest chronology should vary. 
Upon the ides of February, 
In seventeen hundred eight and twenty, 
To Fort St. George a peddlar went he. 
Ye Fates, when all he gets is spent, 
Bbtubm him beggar as he went ! 



PAULUS; AN EPIGRAM. 

BY MR. LINDSAY.* 

Dublin, Sept. 7, 1728. 

<* A SLAVE to crowds, scorch'd with the summer's heati^ 
^lo courts the wretched lawyer toils and sweats ; 

* A polite and eleji^aDt scholar; at that time an eminent pleader 
t Uie bar in Dublin, and afterward advanced to be one of l^e jniti 
ees of tbe common pleas. If. 
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<* While smiling Nature, in her best attke, 

** Regales each sense, and vernal joys inspire. 

^ Can he, who knows that real good should please, 

** Barter for gold his liberty and ease ?" — 

Thus Faulus preached : — ^When, entering at the door. 

Upon his board the client pours the ore : 

He grasps the shining gift, pores o'er the cause. 

Forgets the sun, and dozes on the laws. 



THE ANSWER. BY DR. SWIFT. 

Lnn>8AY mistakes the matter quite, 
And honest Faulus judges right 
Then why these quarrels to the sun, 
Without whose aid you're all undone P 
Did Faulus e'er complain of sweat ? 
Did Faulus e'er the sun forget ; 
The influence of whose golden beams 
Soon licks up all unsavoury steams ? 
The sun, you say, his face has kiss'd : 
It has ; but then it greas'd his fist. 
True lawyers, for the wisest ends, 
Have always been Apollo's friends. 
Not for his superficial powers 
Of ripening fruits, and gilding flowers ; 
Not for inspiring poets' brains 
With pennyless and starveling strains ; 
Not for his boasted healing art ; 
Not for his skill to shoot the dart ; 
Nor yet because he sweetly fiddles ; 
Nor for his prophecies in riddles : 



- ■* 
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But for a more substaotialxause*— 
Apollo's patron of the laws ; 
Whom Paiilus ever roust ador^ 
As parent of the golden ore, 
Bj Fbod[)U8, an incestuous birtY^* 
Begot upon his grandam Earth ; 
B7 Fhcfebus first pioducM to light : 
Bj Tulcan formM so round and bri^t : 
Then oflferM at the shrine of Justice, 
By clients to her priests and trusteesr 
Nor, when we see Astrsea stand 
With tven balance in het hand, 
Most vre suppose she has in view, 
^ How to give every man his due ; 
Her scales you see her only hold, 
To weigh her priests' the lawyers' gold. 

Now, should I own your case was grievous^ 
Toor sweaty Paulus, who'd believe us ? 
^Tis very true, and none denies. 
At least, that such complaints are wise : 
'Tis wise, no doubt, as clients fat you more, 
To cry, like statesmen, Qumda patimur t 
But, since the truth must needs be stretched^ 
To prove that lawyers are bo wretched ; 
Th^ paradox I'll undertake, 
For Paulus' and for Lindsay's sake; 
IBy topics, which, though I abomine 'em^ 
May serve as argument ad komnem : 
Tet I disdain to offer those 
Hade use of by detracting foes, 

I own, the curses of mankind 
Sit light upon a lawyer's mind : 
The clamours of ten thousand tongues 
Keak not his rest, nor hurt his lung^ : 

TOL. XI. V 
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I own, his coDscience always free» 
(Frovided he has got his fee) 
Secure of coostaDt peace within. 
He knows no guilt; who knows no sio. 

Tet well they merit to be pitied. 
By clients always overwitted. 
And though the Gospel seems to say, 
What heavy burdens lawyers lay 
tJpon the shoulders of their neighbour. 
Nor lend a finger to their labour. 
Always for saving their own bacon ; 
No doubt, the text is here mistaken : 
The copy's false, the sense is rack'd : 
To prove it, I appeal to fact ; 
And thus by demonstration show 
What burdens lawyers undergo. 

With early clients at his door, 
Though he was drunk the nigh^-before, 
And cropsick with unclubb'd-for wine, 
The wretch must be at court by nine ; 
Half sunk beneath his briefis and bag. 
As ridden by a midnight hag : 
Then, from the bar, harangues the bench, 
In English vile, and viler French, 
And Latin, vilest of the three ; 
And all for poor ten moidores fee ! 
Of paper how is he profuse, 
^th periods long, in terms abstruse ? 
What pains he takes to be prolix ! 
A thousand lines to stand for six ! 
Of common sense without a word in f 
And is not this a grievous burden ? 

The lawyer iis a common drudge, 
To fight our cause before the judge : 



TO MR. UNDSAY. iSZ 

Andy what is yet a greater curse, 
Coodemo'd to bear has clieot'i pinse ; 
While he, at ease, secure and l%ht. 
Walks boldly home at dead of night ; 
When term is ended, leaves the town, 
Trots to his country maosioQ down ; 
And, disencumbered of his load, 
Jfo danger dreads upon the road ; 
Despises rapparees, and rides 
Safe through the Newry mountains' sides. 

Lindsay, 'tb you have sH me on, 
To state this question /iro afi coru 
My satire may offend, 'Us true ; 
However, it concerns not you» 
r own, there may, in every clan, 
Perhaps, be found one honest man ; 
Yet link them close ; in this they jump, 
To be but rascals in the lump. 
Imagine Lindsay at the bar, 
He's much the same his brethren are ; 
WeU taught by practice to imbibe 
The fundamentals of his tribe : 
And, in his client's just defence. 
Must deviate oft from common sense ; 
And make his ignorance discerned, 
To get the name of council learned 
(As hteus comes a nan Iticendo,) 
And wisely do as other men do : 
But shift him to a better scene. 
Among his crew of rogues in grain ; 
Surrounded with companions fit. 
To taste his humour, sense, and wit ; 
You'd swear he never took a fec^ 
Kor knew in law his A, B, C 




124 . SWIFTS POEMS* 

'Tishard, inhere dulness overrules, 
To keep good sense in crowds of fools. 
And we admire the man, who saves 
His honesty in crowds of knaves; 
I^or yields np virtue, at discretion. 
To villains of his own profession, 
landsay, you know what pains you take 
In both, yet hardly save your stake ; 
And will you venture both anew. 
To sit among that venal crew. 
That pack of mimic legisliriors, 
SbandonM, stupid, slavislH^raters ! 
For, as the rabble daub and rifle 
The fool who scrambles for a trifle; 
Who for his pains is cuff'd and kick'd, 
Drawn through the dirt, his pockets pick'd; 
You must expect the like dvgrace. 
Scrambling with rogues to get a place ; 
Must lose the honour you have gain'c^ 
Your numerous virtues foully stainM ; 
Disclaim for ever all pretence 
To common honesty and sense; 
And join in friendship with a strict tyf , 
To M— I, C— y, and Dick Tigh^ 
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A DIALOGUE, BETWEEN AN EMINENT 
LAWYER * AND DR. JONATHAN SWIFT, 
D. S. P. D. IN ALLUSION TO HORACE, 
BOOK IL SAT. L 

*' Sunt quibus in Sutir&/* &c. 

WRITTEN BY MR. LINDSAY, IN 1720; 

BR. SWIIT. 

SiNCB there are persons who complain 
There's too much satire in my vein ; 
That I am often found exceeding 
The rules of raillery and breeding ; 
With too much freedom treat mj betters^ 
Not qpariug even men of letters : 
You, who are skill'd in lawyers' lore, 
What's your advice ? Shall I give o'er ? 
Nor ever fook or knaves expose 
Either in verse or humorous prose ; 
And to avoid all future ill. 
In my scrutoire lock up my quill ? 

LAWYER. 

Since you are pleas'd to condescend 
To ask the judgment of a friend. 
Your case consider'd, I must think 
Yoa should withdraw from pen and ink^ 
Forbear your poetry and jokes. 
And live like other Christian folks; 
Or, if the Muses must inspire 
Tour fancy with their plean^g fire. 



• Mf . Lindsajr. F. 
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Take subjecls safer for your -wit 
Than those oq which you lately writ. 
Commeod the times, your thoughts correct^ 
Aud follow the prevailing sect ; 
Assert that Hyde, in writing story. 
Shows all the malice of a tory ; 
While Burnet, in his deathless page, 
Discovers freedom without rage. 
To Woolston recommend our youths 
For kaniing, probity, and truth ; 
That noble genius, who unbinds 
The chains which fetter freebom minds 
Redeems us from the slavish fears 
Which lasted near two thousand years; 
He can alone the priesthood humble, 
Make gilded spires and altars tumble^ 

DR. SWIFT. 

Must I commend against my conscience 
Such stupid blasphemy and nonsense ? 
To such a subject tune my lyre, 
And sing like one of Milton's choir. 
Where devils to a vale retreat, 
And caU the laws of Wisdom Fate, 
Lament upon their hapless fall, 
That Force free Virtue should inthrall ? 
Or shall the charms of Wealth and Power 
Make me pollute the Muses' bower ? 

LAWTEiU 

f- 
As from the tripod of Apollo, 

Hear from my desk the words that follow : 



■a« 



ON BUROTNG A DULL POEM. I/.: 

^ Some, by philosophers misled, 
Must honour you alive and dead ; 
And such as know what Greece has writ, 
Must taste jour ironj and wit ; 
While most that are, or would be great. 
Must dread your pen, your person hate j 
And you on Drapier's hill must lie. 
And there without a mitre die." 



ON BURNING A DULL POEM. 1720. 

Am ass's hoof alone can hold 

That poisonous juice, which kills by cdd. 

Methought, when I this poem read, 

No vessel but an ass's head 

Such frigid fustian could contain ; 

I mean, the head without the brain. 

The cold conceits, the chilling thought^ 

Went down like stupifying draughts: 

I found my head began to swim, 

A numbness crept through every limbir 

In haste, with imprecations dire, 

I threw the volume in the fixe : 

When (who could think ?) though cold as ice. 

It burnt to ashes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame ? 
Though bom in snow, it dy'd in flame* 
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ON PADDY'S CHARACTER OF THE H?^ 
TELLIGENCER.* 1729. 

As a thorn bush, or oaken bough. 
Stuck in an Irish cabin's brow. 
Above the door, on country faif. 
Betokens entertainment there ; 
So bays on poets' brows have beea 
Set for a ngn of wit within. 
And, as ill neighbours in the night 
Full down an alehouse bush for spite ; 
The laurel so, by poets worn, 
Is by the teeth of Envy torn^ 
Envy, a canker-worm, which tears 
Those sacred leaves that lightning spares. <^ 

And now t' exemplify this moral : 
Tom having earn'd a twig of laurel, 
(Which, measur'd on his head, was foun^ 
Not long enough to reach half rounds 
But, like a girl's cockade, was ty'd^ 
A trophy, on his temple-side) 
Paddy repin'd to see him wear 
This badge of honour in his hair ^ 
And, thinking this cockade of wi^ 
Would his own temples better (It, 
Forming his Muse by Smedley's modC^ 
Lets dpve at Tom^s devoted noddle, 



* Dr. Sheridan was publisher of the '* latelligencer,'* a weekly 
l>aper, written principally by himself ; but Dr. Swifi occasioDanif 
■applied him with a letter. Dr. Delany, piqued at the approbaticm - 
those papers received, attacked them violently both in conversatka 
and in print ; but unfortunately stumbled on some of the numbers., 
whkh the Dean had writtenyaiid all the worl4 admired i which djra 
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Pelts him bj funis with Terse and prose^ 

Hams like a horaet at his nose. 

At length presames to vent hb satire on 

The Dean, Tom's honourM friend and patron. 

The "eagle in the tale je know, 

Teas'd by a buzzing wasp below. 

Took wing to Jove, and hopM to rest 

Securely in the thunderer's breast ^ 

Id vain ; even there, to spoil his nod, 

The spiteful insect stung the god. 



AN EPISTLE TO HI« EXCELLENCT 
JOHN LORD CARTERET. 

BY OR. DELAmr, 1729. 

'* Credis ob hoc, me, Pkutor, <^8 fortaase rogare, 
Propter quod, vulgus, crassaque torba rogat** 

Mart. Eplg. lib. bu 

Hou wise and learned ruler of our isle, 

liose guatdian care can all her giiefs beguile ; 

lien next your gemerous soul shall condescend 

* instruct or entertain jour humble friend ; 

liether, retiring from your weighty charge, 

n some high theme you learnedly enlarge ; 

f all the ways of wisdom reason well, 

ow Richlieu rose, and how Sejanus fell : 

r, when your brow less thoughtfully unbends^ 

iided with Swift and some delighted friends ; 

lien, mi3Qng mirth and wisdom with your wine, 

fte that your wit shall flow, your genius shine ; 

or with less praise the conversation guide, 

ban in the public councils you decide: ' 

v2 
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Or when the Dean, long priytttfg'd to rail, 
Aflserts his friend with more impetuous zeal; 
Tou hear (whilst I dt by abashM and mute) 
With soft conceiBiona ihortening the dispute ; 
Then close with kind inquiries of my state, 
^ How are your tithes, and baye they rose of late f 
Why, Christ Chureh is a pretty situation, 
These are not many better in the nation ! 
This, with your other things, must yield you dear 
Some six — at least five hundred pounds a year.*^ 

Suppose, at such a time, I took the freedom 
To speak these truths as plainly as you read 'em$ 
Tou shall rejoin, my lord, when I Ve replied. 
And, if you please, my lady shall decide : 

^ My Lord, I'm satisfied you meant me well : 
And that I'm thankful, all the world can tell : 
But youll forgive me, if I own th' event 
Is short, IS very short, of your intent; 
At least, I feel some ills unfelt before^ 
My income less, and my expenses more.'* 

'' How, doctor ! double vicar t double rector ! 
A dignitary ! with a city l($cture ! 
What glebes — what duesr— what tithes — what Cn»^^ 

what rent ! 
Why, Doctor ! — ^ijl you never be content ?" 
^« Would n^ good hard but cast up the account, 
And see to what my revenues amount; 
My titles ample ; but my gain so small, 
That one good vicarage is worth them all : 
And very wretched sure is he, that's double 
In nothing but his titles and his trouble. 
Add to this crying grievance, if you pleas^ 
My horses founder'd on Fermanah ways ; 
Ways of well-polish'd and well-pointed ston^ 

Wbere eyaj step oidipgerg eveiy bone; 
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And, ftore to raise your pity and yonr wonder, 
Two churches — twelve Hibernian miles asunder! 
With complicated cures, I labour hard in, 
Beside whole sommen absent from my garden !•» 
But that the world would think I play'd the fool, 
Vd change with Charley Orattan for his schod— "^^ 
What fine cascades, what yistoes, might I make, 
Fix'd in the ceatre of th' lemian lake ! 
There might I sail delighted, smooth and safe, 
Beneath the conduct of my good Sir Ralph :t 
There's not a better steerer in the realm $ 
I hope, my Lord, you'U call him to thehelm.^— * 

^ Doctor — a glorious scheme to ease your grief t 
When cures are cross, a school's a sure relief. 
You cannot fail of being happy there. 
The lake will be the Leth^ of your care : 
The sdieme is for your honour and your ease; 
And, Doctor, I'll promote it when you please- 
Meanwhile, allowing things below your merit. 
Yet, Doctor, you've a philosophic spirit; 
Your wants are few, and, like your income, small^ 
And you've enough to gratify them all : 
You've trees^ and fruits, and roots, enough in store : 
And what would a philosopher have more ? 
You cannot wish for coaches, kitchens, cooks — ^ 

^ My Lord, I've not enough to buy me books-*^ 
Or pray, suppose my wants were all supplied, 
Are there no wants I should regard beside ? 
Whose breast is so unmanned, as not to grieve, 
Compass'd with miseries he can^t relieve ? 
Who can be happy — who should wish to live, 
And want the godlike happiness to give? 

* A ft-eeKhool at Inniskilleii, founded by Erannus Smith, Eiq. See 
Journal to Stella, March 29, 1713. IX. 
t Sir Ralph Gore, wlio had a viUa in Uw lake of Erin. F. 
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That I'm a judge of this, you must allow : 
I had it oDce — and I'm debarred it now. 
Ask your own heart, my Lord ; if this be trUe, 
Then how uoblest am I ! how blest are you t" 

" 'Tis true — ^but, Doctor, let us wave all that— - 
Say, if you had your wish, what you'd be at." 

^ Excuse me, good my Lord — ^I wou^t be sounded 
Nor shall your favour by my wants be bounded. 
My Lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 
19'or is it fit I should pi'escribe to you. 
Tet this might Symmachus himself avowj. 
(Whose rigid rules* are antiquated now — ) 
My Lord ! I'd wish to pay the debts I owe — 
I'd wish besides — to build, and to bestow/* 



AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPISTLE FROM A 

CERTAIN DOCTOR TO A CER- 

TAIN GREAT LORD. 

BEING A CHRISTMAS-BOX FOR PR> DELANT. 

As Jove will not attend on less, 
*When things of more importance press : 
You can't, grave sir, believe it hard, 
That you, a low Hibernian bard. 
Should cool your heels a while, and wait 
Unanswer'd at your patron's gate j 
And would my lord vouchsafe to grant 
This one, poor» humble boon I want» 
Free leave to play his secretary, 
As Falstaff acted ol^ king Hariy ; 

• Sjnnmachas, bishop of Rome, 490, made a decree, that no Mm 
.should solicit for ecclesiastical prefenfieat, before the death qf^hcin- 
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I'd tell of yours in riiynte and priot ; 
Folks shrug, and cry, *' There's nothing in'tJ^, 
And, after several readings over, 
It shines most in the marble coyer. 

How could so fine a taste dispense 
With mean degrees of wit and sense ? 
Nor will mj lord so fat beguile 
The wise and learned of our isle ; 
To make it pass upon the nation, 
Bj dint of his sole approbation. 
The task is arduous, patrons find. 
To warpi|t)ie sebse of all mankind : 
Who think youi* Muse must first aspir^ 
Ere he advance the doctor higher. 

Tou've cause to say he meant you weH : 
That you are thankful, who can tell ? 
For still you're short (which grieves your spirit) 
Of his intent; you mean, your merit 

Ah I quanta rectius, iu adepUy 
Qfd ml moUris tarn inepU? 
Smedley, thou Jonathan of Clogher,. 
** When thou thy humble lay dost offer 
To Grafton's grace, with grateful heart, 
Thy thanks and verse devoid of art : 
Content with what his bounty gave,, 
No larger income dost thou crave.^*^ 

But you must have cascades, and all 
lerne's lake, for your canal. 
Tour vistoes, barges, and (a pox on 
All pride !) our speaker for your cozon : 
It's pity that he can't bestow you 
Twelve commoners in caps to row yoiv 
Thus Edgar proud, in days of yore, 

tt^ Monarcbs labouring at the oav; 
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And, as he passed, so swelPd the Dee, 
Eorag'd, as Ern would do at thee. 
How differeot is this from Smedley ! 
(His Dame is up, he may in bed lie) 
^ Who only asks some pretty cure, 
Id wholesome soil and ether pure ; 
The gardeo storM with artless floweor, 
Id either angle shady bowers : 
No gay parterre with costly green 
Must in the ambient hedge be seen ; 
But Nature freely takes her course, 
Nor fears from him ungrateful force : i 

No sheers to check her sprouting vigoui'. 
Or shape the yews to antic figure.'* 

But you forsooth your all must squander 
On that poor spot, call'd DeU-ville, yonder : 
And when you^ve been at vast expenses 
In whims, parterres, canals, and fences, 
Your assets fail, and cash is wanting ; 
Nor farther buildings, farther planting : 
No wonder, when you raise and level, 
Think this wall low, and that wall beveL 
Here a convenient box you found. 
Which you demolishM to the ground ; 
Then built, then took up with your arbour, 
And set the house to Rupert Barber. 
You sprang an arch, which, in a scurvy 
Humour, you tumbled topsyturvy. 
You change a circle to a square, 
Then to a circle as you were ; 
Who can imagine whence the fund is, 
That you quadrata change rotimdi^ f 

To Fame a temple you erect, 
A Flora does the dome protect ; 
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BIouQta, walks, on high ; find in a hoUow 
You place the Muses and Apollo ; 
There shuiing 'midst his train, to graoe 
Your whimsical poetic place. 

These stories were of old designed 
As fables : but you have refined 
The poets' mjthologic dreamy 
To real muses, gods, and streams. 
Who would not swear, when you contrive tbvuk 
That you're Don Quixote rediyivus ? 

Beneath, a dry canal there lies, 
Which only Winter's rain supplies. 
O ! oould'st thou, by some magic spelj. 
Hither convey St. Patrick's well ! 
Here may it reassume its stream. 

And take a greater Patrick's name ! 
If your expenses rise ao hig^ ; 

What income can your wants supply ? 

Yet still your fancy you inherit 

A fund of such superior merit, 

That you can't fail of more provision, 

All by my lady's kind decision. 

F<Mr, the more livings you can fish up^ 

You tUnk you'll sooner be a bishop : 

That could not be my lord's intent, 

Nor can it answer the event. 

Most think what has been heap'd on you 

To other sort of folk was due : 

Rewards too great for your flim-flams^ 

Epistles, riddles, epigrams. 
Though now your depth must not be sounded 

The time was, when you'd have compounded 

iPor lesB than Charley Grattan's school ? 

live hundred pound a year's no fool t 
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Take this aidvice then from your friend, 
To jour ambition put an end. 
Be frugal, Pat : paj what you owe,^ 
Before you build and you bestow. 
Be modest ; nor address your betters 
With begging, vain, familiar letters. 

A passage may be found,"*^ I've heard, 
In some old Greek or Latin bard, 
Whidi says, ^' Would crows in nlence eai 
Their offals, or their better meat^ 
Their generous feeders not provoking 
By loud and unharmonious croaking^ 
They might, unhurt by Envy's claws^ 
lave 00, and stuff to boot their maws,*' 



A LIBEL 

ON THE BBVEREND DR. DELAMY, AHD HIS UCSLr 
LEMCY JOHN LORD CARTERET. 1729.. 

Deluded mortals, whom the great 
Choose for c<Hiipanions tite-^tite ; 
Who at their dinners, en families 
Get leave to sit whene'er you will ; 
Then boasting tell us where you din'd, 
And how his lordship was so kind ; 
How many pleasant things he spoke ; 
And how you laugh'd at every joke: 
Swear he*s a most facetious man^ 
That you and he are cup and can ; 
You travel with a heavy load. 
And quite mistake preferment's roack 

• Hot. lib. k ep. xrUr 
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Suppose my lord and yaa alone ; 
Hint the least interest of your own. 
His visage drops, he knits his brow. 
He cannot talk of businesB now : 
Or, mention but a vacant post. 
He'll turn it off with "^ Name jour toi|pt :^ 
Nor could the nicest artist paint 
A countenance with more constraint! 

For, as their appetites to quench, 
Lords keep a pimp to bring a wench ; 
So men of wit, are but a kind 
Of panders to a vicious ndnd ; 
Who proper objects must provide 
To gratify their lust of pride^ 
When, wearied with intrigues of state^ 
They find an idle hour to [vate. 
Then, shall you dare to ask a places 
Ton forfeit all your patron's grace. 
And disappoint the sole design. 
For which he summon'd you to dine* 

Thus Congreve spent in writing plays, 
And dne pow office, half his days : 
While Montague, who claimM the station 
To be Mscenas of the nation, 
For poets open table kept, 
But ne'er coosider'd where they slept : 
Himself as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was easy, though they wanted shoes ; 
And crazy Congreve scarce could spare 
A shilling to discharge his chair : 
Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Plan's fire to party zeal ; 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fivtuiiea of his later scene, 
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Took proper priodples to tbrire ; 
And 80 might eyery dunce alive.* 

Thus Steele, who ownM what others w:rit» 
And flourish'd by imputed wit, 
From perils of a hundred jaiht, 
Withdrew to starve, and die in Wales. 

Thus Gay, the hare with many friend^ 
Twice seven long years the court attends : 
Who» under tales conveying truth, 
To virtue form'd a princely youth :t 
Who paid bis courtship with the crowd> 
As far as modest pride allow'd ; 
Rejects a servile usher's place, 
And leaves St James' in disgrace. 

Thus Addifon, by lords caresti 
Was left in foreign lands distrest ; 
Forgot at home, became for hire 
A travelling tutor to a squire : 
But wisely left the Muses' hiU, 
To business duip'd the poet's quiUI^ 
Let aU his barren laurels fade^ 
Took up himself the courtier's trade, 
And, grown a minii^r of state. 
Saw poets at his levee wait. 

Hail, happy Pope ! whose generous ttlnd 
Detesting all the statesman kind. 
Contemning courts, at courts unseen, 
Befus'd the vidts of a queen. 
A soul with every virtue fraught, 
By sages, priests, or poets taught ; / 

* This picture ii unfair and overcharged ; for the lionour d ft' 

venunent, Congreve had sereral good places conferred on him, and 

in the latter part of his days, enjoyed an affluent fortune ; but it was 

when he had disclaimed authorship, and chose to be considered ai a 

prirskte fentleman, as he told Voltaire. H. 

f ffiOiaiD, Duk^ of CoiDb«r\%BA^lMLtft Qeorge If. B. 
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WluNpe filial piety exceb 
Whatever Grecian story tells ; 
A genins for all stations fit, 
Whose meanest talents is his wit ^. 
His heart too great, though fortune litt^ 
To lick a rascal statesman's spittle ; 
Appealing to the nation's taste^ 
Above the reach of want is plao'd : 
By Homer dead was taught to Uuiv^ 
Which Homer never could alive ; 
And sits aloft on Pindus' head, 
Desfrising slaves that cringe for Jbread^ 

True politicians only pay 
For solid wori^ but not fiir play : 
Nor ever choose to work with tools- 
Foig'd up in colleges and schods. 
Consider how much more is due 
To all theurjoumeymte than you: 
At table you can Horace quote ; 
They at a pinch can Inibe a vote : 
You show your skill in Grecian story i 
But they can manage whig and tory : 
Yon, as ^ critic, are so curious 
To find a verse in Yiigil spurious; 
But they can smoke the deep desigm^ 
When Bolingbroke with Pulteney dines. 

Besides, your patron may upbraid ye^ 
That you have got a place ahready ; 
An office for your talents fit, 
To flatter, carve, and show your wit; 
To snuff the lights and stir the fire» 
And get a dinner foryour hire. 
What claim have you to place or pennon ( 
He overpays in coodescendoo. 
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But, reverend doctcnr, you we know 
Could never condescend so low $ 
The viceroy, whom you now attend^ 
Would, if be durst, be nK»e your friend ; 
Nor will in you those gifts despise, 
By which himself was taught to rise : 
When he has virtue to retire^ 
He'll grieve he did not raise you higher^ 
And place you in a better station. 
Although it might have pleas'd the nation. 

This may be true — submitting still 
To Walpole's more than royal will ; 
And what condition can be worse ? 
He comes to drain a be^ar's purse ; 
He comes to ti^ our chains on faster. 
And show us England is our master : 
Caressing knaves^ and dunces wooing. 
To make them work their own undoing, 
What has he else to bait his traps, 
Or bring his vermin in, but scraps ? 
The offab of a dmn^ distrest; 
A hungry vicarage at best; 
Or some remiote inferior post^ 
With forty pounds a year at most ? 
But here again you interpose — 
Your iiavourite lord is none of those 
Who owe their virtues to their stations^ 
And characters to dedications : 
For, keep him in, or turn him out, 
His learning none will call in doubt $ 
His learning, though a poet said it 
Before a play, would lose no credit; 
Kor Pope would dare deny him wit^ 
Although to praise it Philips wrft» 
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X own, he hates an action base. 
His yirtnes battUng with his place ; 
Nor wants a nice discerning spirit 
Betwixt a trae and spurious merit ; 
Can sometimes drop a voter^s daio^ 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the most that lEnciidahlp can; 
J hate the viceroy, love the man. 

But you, who^ till your fortune's mad^ 
Must be a sweetener by your trade, 
Should swear he never meant us ill ; 
We suffer sore against his will ; 
That, if we could but see his heart, 
He would have chose a milder part : 
We rather should lament his case; 
Who must obey, or lose his place. 

Since this reflection slipt your peQ, 
Insert it when you write again : 
And, to illustrate it, produce 
This simile for his excuse : 

^ So to destroy a guilty land 
An *angel sent by Heaven's command, 
While he obeys almighty will, 
Perhaps may feel compassion still ; 
And Wish the task had been assigned 
To spirits of less gentle kind.^ 

But I, in politics grown old, 
Whose thoughts are of a different mouldy 
Who from my soul sincerely hate 
Both kings and ministers of state ; 
Who look on courts with stricter eyes 
To see the seeds of vice arise ; 



* " So wfaea ta lotd by divine commaad,** fte. 

Aoduon'8 Csmpftignf 
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Can lend jou an atluaioa fitter. 

Though Ofitteriog knaves niay call it bittev ^ 

¥niich, if ymi dunt but give it plaee» 

Would show you inaay a «tateman^8 Seice : 

Fresh from the tripod of Apollo^ 

I had it in the.weida that ibUow| 

Take notice^ to BVoid.afl^nce» 

I here except his ezceilenoe : 

^ So, to effect his monarch's eqds, 
From Hell a viceroy devil ascends; 
His budget with corruptioiis cramm'4» 
The contributions of the damn'd; 
Which with unsparii^ hand he strows 
Through courte and senates as he ^oes^ 
And then at Beelzebub's black ball. 
Complains his budget was too small.'' 

Tour nmile may better shine 
In verse; but there ii truth in mine* 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings; 
And statesmen, by ten thousand odd% 
Are angeh^ just as kings are gods. 



TO DR. DELANY, 

09 THB LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINST BlSSi. 

** ^TtDti tibi non at opaci 

Onmii arena Tagi.** Jut. 

As some raw youth in country bred^ 
To arms bj tfiirst of honour led. 
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When at a skiniush fiist he hean 

The bullets whiatling round bis eans 

Will duck his head aside, irill start. 

And feel a trembling at his, heart, 

Till 'scaping oft without a wound 

Lessens the terror of the sound : 

Fly bullets now as thick as bops^ 

He runs into a cannoo^s chops. 

An author thus, who pants for fame. 

Begins the world with fear and shame f 

When first in print you see him dread 

Each popgun levell'd at his head ; 

The lead yon critick's quill contaim^ • 

Is destined to beat out his brains : 

As if he heard loud thunders roll. 

Cries, Lord have mercy on his soul I 

Concluding, that another shot 

Will strike him dead upon the spot^ 

Qut when with squibbing, flashing, poj^inig^ 

He cannot see one creature drc^ping^ 

That, missing fire, or missii^ aim. 

His life is safe, I mean his iiBLme; 

The danger past, takes heart of grace. 

And looks a critick in the face. 

Though splendour gives the fairest mark 
To poison'd arrows in the dark, 
Yet, in yourself when smooth and round, 
They glance aside without a wound. 

'Tis said, the gods tiy'd all their art. 
How pain they might from pleasure part : 
But little could their strength avail ; 
Both still are fastenM by the tail; 
Thus fame and censure, with a tether 
By fate are always Unk'd together. 
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Why will you ftim to be preferred 
In wit before the common herd ; 
And yet grow m^fy'd'and vex'd. 
To pay the penary annexed ? 

'Tis eminence makes envy rise : 
As fairest fruits attract the flies. 
Should stupid libels grieve your mind. 
You soon a remedy may fibd ; 
Lie down obscure like other folks 
Below the lash of snarlers^ jokes. 
Their faction is five hundred odds; 
For every coxcomb lends them rod^ 
^ And sneers as learnedly as they, 
Xiike females o'er their morning tea« 

You say, the Muse will not contain. 
And write you must, or break a vein. 
Then, if you find the terms too hard, 
'No longer my advice regard : 
But raise your fancy on the wing; 
The Irish senate's praises nng; 
How jealous of the nation's freedom, 
And for corruptions, how they weed 'em ; 
How each the public good pursues. 
How far their hearts from private views ; 
Make all true patriots, up to shoeboys ; 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue-bojs ; 
Thus grown a member of the club, 
No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft am I for rhjme to seek t 
To dress a thought, may toil a week : 
And then how thankful to the town. 
If all my pains will earn a crown i 
While every critick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
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Would men of genius cease to Trrite, 
The rogues must die for want and spite; 
Must die for want of food and raiment, 
If scandal did not find them payment. 
How cheerfully the hawk^ cry 
A satire, and the gentry buy ! 
While my liaid-labourM poem pines 
Unsold upon the prlntcr^s lines. 

A genius in the reverend gown 
Must ever keep its owner down ; 
'Tis an unnatural conjunction, 
And spoils the credit of the function. 
Round all your brethren cast your eyes. 
Point out the surest men to rise ; 
That club of candidates in blacky 
The least deserving of the pack, 
Aspiring, factious, fierce, and loud^ 
With grace and learning unendowed, 
Can turn their hands to every job, 
The fittest tools to work for Bob ; 
Will sooner coin a thousand lies, 
Than suffer men of parts to rise ; 
They crowd about preferment's gate, 
And press you down witji all their weight 
For, as of old, mathematicians 
Were by tlie vulgar thought magicians ,* 
So acadcmick dull ale drinkers. 
Pronounce all men of wit, freethinkers. 

Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends,- 
Disdains to serve ignoble ends. 
Observe what loads of stupid rhymes 
Oppresd us in corrupted times : 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Show reason, grammar, truth, or sense ? 

VOL. XI. a 
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For, though the Muse delights in fictios, 

She ne'er inspires against conviction. 

Then keep your virtue still unmixt. 

And let not faction come betwixt : 

By party-steps no grandeur climb at,' 

Though it would make you England's prfanatc 

First learn the science to be dull, 

You then may soon your conscience lull ; 

If not, however seated high. 

Tour genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 
OC Wit's fair goddess brought to bed. 
There follow'd at his lying-in 
For afterbirth a sooterkin ; 
Which, as the nurse pursued to kill, 
Attsdn'd by flight the Muses' hiU, 
There in the soil began to root, 
And litter'd at Parnassus' foot. 
From hence the critic vermin sprung, 
With harpy claws and poisonous tongue; 
Who fatten on poetic scraps. 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned show. 
Provides eacli animal its foe: 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your geese, the wolf your flocks. 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To persecute the Muses' fame ; 
On poets in all times abusive. 
From Homer down to Pope inclusive. 

Yet what avails it to complain ? 
You try to take revenge in vain. 
A rat your utmost rage defies, 
That safe behind the wainscot lies. 
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9t7, did you ever know by sight 
Jn cheese an indiyidual mite ? 
flbow me the same numeric flea. 
That l^t your neck but yesterday : 
Tou then may boldly go in quest 
Td find the OrubHBtreet poets' nest ; 
What spunging house, in dread of jail, 
Beceives them, while they wait for bail ; 
What alley they are nestled in, 
To flourish' o'er a cup of gin; 
find the last garret where they lay, 
Or cellar where they starve to-day. 
Suppose you had them all trepanned, 
With each a libel in his hand. 
What punishment would you inflict ? 
Or caU them rogues, or get them kickt ? 
These they have often ti^d before ; 
You but oblige them so much more : 
Themselves would be the first to tell, 
To make their trash the better sell. 

You have been libell'd — ^Let us know, 
What fool officious told you so ? 
Will you regard the hawker's cries, 
Who in his titles always lies ? 
Whate'er the. noisy scoundrel says. 
It might be something in your praise : 
Ami praise bestowM in Gnib street rhymes 
Would vex one more a thousand times. 
Till critics blame, and judges praise, 
The poet cannot claim his bays. 
On me when dunces are satiric, 
I take it for a panegyric. 
Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 
Be that my motto, and my fate. 
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DIRECTIONS FOR MAKIJSTG A BIRTH-I 

SONG. 1729. 

To form a just aod finish M piece, 
Take twenty gods ^f Rome or Greece, 
Whose godships are in chief request. 
And fit your present subject best : 
And, should it be your hero's case. 
To have both male and female race. 
Your business must be to provide 
A score of goddesses beside. 

Some call their monarchs sons of Saturn^ 
For which they bring a modern pattern ; 
Because they nught have heard of one, 
Who often loug'd to eat his son : 
But this, I think, will not go down. 
For here the father kept his crown. 

Why, then, appoint him son of Jove, 
Who met his mother in a grove : 
To this we freely shall consent. 
Well knowing what the poets meant ; 
And in their sense, Hwixt me and you. 
It may be literally tiu«. 

Next^ as the laws of verse require, 
He must be greater than his sire ; 
For Jove, as €very schoolboy knows, 
Was able Saturn to depose ; 
And sure no Christian poet breathing 
Would be more scrupulous than a Heathen ! 
Or, if to blasphemy it tends, 
That's but a trifle among friends. 
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Tour hero now another Mars is, 
Hakes roightj armies turn their a — s. 
Behold his glittering faulchion mow 
Wbole squadrons at a single blow ; 
While Victory, with wings outspread, 
Flies, like an eagle, o'er his head ; , 
His milkwhite steed upon its haunches, 
Or pawing into dead men's paunches : 
As Overton has drawn his sire. 
Still seen o'er many an alehouse fu'e. 
Then from his arms hoarse thunder roUs, 
As loud as fifty mustard bowls ; 
For thunder still his arm supplies, 
And lightning always in his eyest 
They both are cheap enough in conscience, 
And serve to echo rattling nonsense. 
The rumbling words march fierce along, 
Made trebly dreadful in your song. 

Sweet poet, hir'd for birth-day rhymes, 
To sing of wars, choose peaceful times. 
What though, for fifteen years and more, 
^ Janus has lock'd his temple door ; 
Though not a coffeehouse we read in 
Has mention'd arms on this side Sweden ; 
Nor London Journals, nor the Postmen, 
Though fond of warlike lies as most men ; 
Thou still with battles stuff thy head full ; 
For, must thy hero not be dreadful ? 

Dismissing Mars, it next must follow 
Tour conqueror is become Apollo : 
That he's Apollo is as plain as 
That Robin Walpole is Maecenas ; 
But that he struts, and that he squints, 
Yoa'd know him by Apollo's prints 
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91d Phoebus is but half as bright, 
For jours caa shine both day and night; 
The first, perhaps, may once an age 
lD8|nre 70U with poetic rage ; 
Tour Phoebus Royal, eyeiy day, 
I^ot only can inspire, but pay. 

Then make this new Apollo sit 
Sole patron, judge, and' god oi wit. 
^ Hew from his altitude he stoops 
To raise up ^Virtue when she droops ; 
On Learning how his bounty flow% 
And with what justice he bestows : 
Fair Isis, and ye banks of Cam ! 
Be witness if I tell a flam. 
What prodigies in arts we drain, 
From both your streams, in George's rdgo; 
As from the flowery bed of Nile'' — 
But here's enough to show^your style. 
Broad innuendoes, such as this, 
If well applied, can hardly miss ; 
For, when you bring your song in print, 
He'll get it read, and take the hint, 
(It must be read before 'tis warbled. 
The paper gilt, and cover marbled) 
And will be so mucli more your debtor, 
Because he never knew a letter. g 

And, as he hears his wit and sense 
(To which he never made pretence) 
Set out in hyperbolic strains, 
A guinea shall reward your pains: 
For patrons never pay so well. 
As when they scarce have leam'd to spell. 

Next call him Neptune : with his trident 
He rules the sea ; yon aee him ridein't; 
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And, if provok'd, he soundly firks his 
Rebellious waves unth rods* like Xerxes. 
He would have seizM the Spadish plate. 
Had DOt the fleet gone out too late ; 
And in their very ports besiege them, 
But that he would not disoblige them ; 
And make the rascals pay him dearly 
For those affronts they give him yearly. 

'Tis not deny'd, that, when wc write. 
Our ink is black, our paper white : 
And, when we scrawl our paper o'er. 
We blacken what was white before : 
1 think this practice only ftt 
For dealers in satyric wit. 
Bat you some white lead ink must get, ^ 
And write on paper black as jet; 
Tour interest lies to learn the nack 
Of whitening what before was blacik. 

Thus your encomium, to be strong, 
Must be applied directly wrong. 
A^ tyrant for his mercy praise, 
And crown a royal diuce with bays : 
A aqaiudiii^ monkey load with charms, 
And paint a coward fierce in arms. 
Is he to avarice inclinM ? 

■ 

Extol him for his generous mind : 
And, when we starve for want of con, 
Come out with Amalthea^s horn ; 
For all experience this evinces 
The only art of pleasing princes : 
For princes' love you should descant 
On virtues which they know 4hey want. 
One compliment I had forgot, 
Qut loogsters must omit it not ; 
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I fireelj grant the thought is old : 
Why, then, your hero must be told, 
Id him such virtues lie inherent, 
To qualify him God's vicegerent ; 
That, with no title to inherit, 
He must have been a king by merit: 
Yet, be the fancy old or new, 
'Tis partly false, and partly true : 
And, take it right, it means no more 
Than George and William claim'd befoitS. 

Should some obscure inferior fellow, 
like Julius, or the youth of Pella, 
When all your list of Gods is out, 
Presume to show his mortal snouts. 
And as a Deity ititrude, 
Because he had the world subdu'd; 
O, let him not debase your thoughts^ 
Or name him but to tell his faults. — 

Of Gods I only quote the best. 
But you may hook in all the rest. 

Now, birth-day bard, with joy proceed 
To praise your empress and her breeds 
First of the first, to vouch your lies. 
Bring all the females of the skies;^ 
The Graces, and their mistress Venus, 
Must venture down to entertain us : 
With bended knees when they adore hen 
What dowdies they appear before her ! 
Not shall we think you talk at random. 
For Venus might be her great-grandam : 
Six thousand years has liv'd the Goddess, 
Your heroine hardly fifty odd is. 
Beddes, your songsters oft have shown 
That ishe has Graces of her own : 
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Three Oraces by Lucioa brought her. 
Just three, add every Grace a daughter; 
Here raanj a king his heart and crown 
Shall at their snovj feet lay down; 
In royal robes, they come by dozens 
To court their fiuglish German cousins t 
Beside a pair of princely babies, 
That, five years hence, will both be Heb#0. 

Now see her seated in her throne 
With genuine lustre, all her own ; 
Poor Cynthia never shone so bright. 
Her splendour is but borrow 'd light ;, 
And only with her brother iinkt 
Can shine, without him is extinct- 
But Carolina shines the clearer 
With neither spouse nor brother near her; - 
And darts her beams o'er both our isles, 
Though George is gone a thousand miles. 
Thus Berec}Dthia takes her place, 
Attended by her heavenly race; 
And sees a son in every God,. 
Unaw'd by Jove's all-shaking nod. 

Now sing his little highness Freddy, 
Who struts like any king already; 
With so much beauty, show me any maid' 
That could resist this charming Ganymede!; 
Where majesty with sweetness vies^ 
And, like his father, early wise.. 
Then cut him out a world of work. 
To conquer Spain, and queU the Turk : 
Foretel his empire crowu'd with bays. 
And golden times, and halcyon days; 
And swear his line shall rule the nation? 
for. everr-»tiU the conflagration. 

a. 2; 



154 SWIFT'S POE9I& 

But, DOW it comes into my ndod, 
We left a little duke behind ; 
A Cupid in bis face and size, 
And only wants, to want his eyes. 
Make some provision for the younker. 
Find him a kingdpm out to conquer: 
Prepare a fleet to waft him o'er, 
Make Gulliver his commodore ; 
Into whose pocket valiant Willy put. 
Will soon subdue the realm of Lilliput : 

A skilful critic justly blames 
Hard, tough, crank, guttural, harsh, stiff nameib^ 
The sense can ne'er be too jejune. 
But smooth your words to fit the tune. 
Hanover may do well enough. 
But George and BrunswidL are too rough : 
Hesse-Darmstadt makes a rugged sound. 
And Guelp the strongest ear will wound. 
In vain are all attempts from Germany 
To find out proper words for harmony : 
And yet I must except the Rhine, 
Because it clinks to Caroline. 
Hail, queen of Britdn, queen of rhymts 
Be sung ten hundred thousand limes 1 
Too happy were the poets' crew. 
If their own luqppiness they knew : 
Three syllables did never meet 
80 soft, so sliding, and so sweet : 
Hine other tuneful words like that 
Would prove e'en Homer's nunben flat 
Behold three beauteous voweb stand, 
With bridegroom liquids^ hand in hand ; 
In conc<Nrd here for ever fix'di 
STo jarring consonant betwixt 
May Caroline cofitioue long, 

jRireftriiir aiidy^^\-^ioog. 
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liniat thouf^ ilieiojral caicaH nofl^ 
Squeezed in a ctMn, turn to diuA ; 
Those elements her name compose, 
lake atoms, are exempt from Uows. 

Though Caroline may fill your gaps, 
Tet still you must consult your maps; 
Find rivers with harmonious names, 
Sabrina, Medway, and the Thames. 
Britannia long will wear Uke sted, 
But Albion's cliffs are out at heel ; 
And patience can endure no more 
To hear the Belgic lion roar. 
(Hve up the phrase of haughty Oau), 
But proud Iberia soundly maul : 
Restore the ships by Philip taken, 
And make him crouch to save his bacon* 
Nassau, who got the name of Glorious^ 
Because he never was victcnrioufl^ 
A hanger-on has always been ; 
For old acquaintance bring him in* 

To Walpole you might lend a line, 
But much I fear he's in decline ; 
And, if you chance to come too late. 
When he goes out, you share his fate, 
And bear the new successor's Grown ; 
Or, whom you once sang up» sing down* 

Reject with scorn that stupid notion, 
To praise your hero for devotion^ 
Nor entertain a thought so odd, 
That princes should believe in God ; 
But follow the securest rule. 
And turn it all to ridicule : 
*Tis grown the choicest wit at court, 
And gives the maids of honour sport; 
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For, since they talked with Doctor Clarke, 
Thej now caa venture io the dark : 
That sound divine the truth has spoke all, 
And pawn'd his word, Hell is not locaU 
This will not give them, half the trouble 
Of bargains sold, or meanings double. 
Supposing now }'our song is done, 
To mynheer Handel next you run,. 
Who artfully will pare and prune 
, Your words to some Italian tune : - 
Then print it in the largest letter,. 
With capitals, the more the better... 
Present it boldly on your knee,. 
And take a guinea for your fee». 



BOUTS RIMES.* 



ON SIGNORA DOMITILLA. 



Our schoolmaster may rave i' th' fit 

Of classic beauty hasc et illOy 
iN'ot all his birch inspires such wit 

As th' ogling beams of Domitilla.' 

* Rhimcfl disposed in orde% which are givea to a poet, togdiMr 
with a subject, on which he is obliged to make verses, using the same 
wcNrds, and in the same order. The extravagance c^ a poet, named. 
4a Lot, gare occasion to this invention, about the year 1649. The 
most odd, out of the wa; rhimes were chosen ; and every one ei^ 
•deavoured to fill them up as exactly as possible.— Mr. Addison, in the 
Spectator, No. 60, adduces them as an instance of the decay of wit 
ftnd learning among the French; and observes, that this piece ol 
jfalse wit has been finely ridiculed by Mr. Sarano, in '* La Ihf^ 
des Bouts IUiii€2." W,B^. 
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Xiet nobles toait, in bright champaign,. 

Nyrophs.higher boiB than DomitiUa ; 
m drink her health, again, again. 

In: Berkeley '» tar, er aara'pariila. 

At Ooodman^s Fields I've much admired 
The postures strange of monsieur Brilla 4. 

But what are they to the soft step, 
The gliding air, of Domitiila ? 

Yirgil has eternized in song- 

The flying footsteps of Camilla ; 
Sure, as a prophet, he was wrong ; 

He might have dream'd of DomitiUa. 

Great Theodose condemned a town. 

For thinking ill of his Flacilla ; 
And dense take London ! if some knight. 

O' th' city wed not Domitiila. 

Wheeler, sir George, in travels wise,. 

Gives us a medal of Flantilla ; ^'^'' 

But O ! the empress has not eyes,. 

Kor lips, nor breast, like Domitiila^ 

Wot all the wealth of plundered Italy,. 

Piled on the mules of king At-tila, 
Is worth one glove (I'll not tell a bit a lie) 
^ Or garter, snatch'd from Domitilla.^ 

Five years a nymph at certain hamlet, . 

Y-cleped Harrow of the Hill, a- 
— busM much my heart, and was a damn'd lefe 

To vcrse-^but now ior DomitiJJft. 



Dan Pope conaigDB Bdiodt's vatdh 
To the fair sjrlpiiid MoBieiitllla, 

And thus I <^er up my^tch 
To th' snow-white hnds of DomitiBa. 



HELTER SKELTER; 

OR, THB HUB AND CRT AFTER THE ATTORHI^ 
VFON THEIR RIDING THE CIRCUIT. 

Now the active young attornies 
Brisldy travel on their joumie)i|. 
Looking big as anj giants, 
On the horses of their clients ; 
Like so many little Mars's 
With their tilters at their a-«8, 
Brazen hiked, lately burnished. 
And with harness buckles furnished, 
And with whips and spun so neat^ 
And with jockey coats complete 
And with boots so very greasy. 
And with saddles eke so easy* 
And with luridles fine and gay. 
Bridles borrow'd for a day, 
Bridles destin'd far to roam. 
Ah ! never, never to come home. 
And with hats so veiy big, sir. 
And widi poWder'd caps and wigs, siri 
And with ruffles to be shown. 
Cambric ruffles not theur own ; 
And with Holland shirts so white, 
Shirts becoming to the sight, 
Shurts bewrought with different letters, 
As befongiog to thdr bettera 
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Vnth their pretty tiind'd boxes, 
Gotten from their daintj doxieff. 
And with riiigB bo very trim, 
Latdj taken out of llm— * 
And with very little penee, 
And as very little sense ; 
With some law, but little justice^ 
Having stolen from n^ hostess^ 
From the barl)er and the cutler, 
liike the soldier from the sutler ; 
From the vintner and the tailor, 
liike the felon from the jailor ; 
Into this and t* other county. 
Living on the public bounty ; 
Thorough town and thorough village^ 
All to plunder, all to i»llage; 
Thorough mountaiDs, thorough valUfH^ 
Thorough stinking lanes and alleys^ 
Some to — kiss with farmers spoosed^ 
And m^ce meiry in their houses; 
8om6 to tumble country wendiea 
On their rushy beds and bendies; 
And if they begin a fray» 
Draw their swords, and -*— — run away; 
AH to murder equity, 
And to take a douMe fee ; 
Till the people all are quiet, 
And foiget to broil and riot. 
Low in pocket, cow'd in courage 
Safely glad to sup their ponridge> 
And vacation's over — then. 
Hey, for London town i^ain. 

* Acaatwortffbrpaniiiag. B' 
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THE PUPPETSHOW, 

Thb life of XDAD to represeDt^ 

And turn it all to ridicule. 
Wit did a puppetshow iavenV 

Where the chief actor is a fool> 

The gods of dd w^e logs of urood. 
And worship was to puppets paid ; 

Id antic dress the idol stood, 
And priest and people bow'd.the head^. 

No wonder then^ if art began- 

The simple votaries to frame. 
To shape in timber foolish man. 

And consecrate the block to fame^. 

From hence poetic fancy learned 

That trees might rise from human forms y: 

The body to a trunk be turn'd. 
And branches issue from. the arms*. 

Thus Daedalus and Ovid too, 

That- man's a blockhead, have confest f . 

Powel* and Stretch* the hint pursue ; 
Life is a farce, the world a jest. 

* Two famous puppetshow-men.— In the year 1715 was poblaW,: 
" A second Tale of a-Tub; or, the History of Robert Pdwell, tbe 
Buppetshow-maD,'* written by. Thomas Biirnet^ Esq. youngert sob to 
Bishop Burnet, who was bred to the law ; and, beside the pieee hen 
mentioned, was the author of many other political pamphlets agaiiut 
the ministry of the four last years of Queen Anne, for some of whick 
lie was taken into custody by the messengers ; and was suspected of 
iKing one of the Mohocks that attacked young DarenaDt. ^ 
Journal to SteUa, March 8, 1111-12.. If. 
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The same great truth South Sea has proy'd 

On that fam^d theatre, the aUey ; 
Where thousanitg, bj directors mov*d. 

Are DOW sad mooumeDts of folly. 

What IMoinus was of old to Jove, 

The same a Harlequin is now; 
The former was buffoon above. 

The latter as a Punch below. 

This fleeting scene is but a stage, 

Where various images appear ; 
In different parts of youth and age, 

Alike the prince and peasant share» 

Some draw our eyes by being great. 
False pomp conceals mere wood within; 

And legislators rang'd in state. 
Are oil but wisdom in machine* 

A stock may chance to wear a crown. 

And timber as a lord take place ; 
A statue may put on a frown, 

And cheat us with a thinking face* 

Others are blindly led away. 

And mad& to act for ends unknown ; 

By the mere spring of wires they play, 
And speak in language not their owp.. 

Too oft, alas ! a scolding wife 

Usurps a jolly fellow's throne ; 
And many drink the cup of life, 

Mix'd and embittered by a loaiu 
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Iq diortyirhtitever men punue, 
Of pleasure, follf, war, or love ; 
t This mimic race brings all to view : 

Alike thej dress, ihej talk, they moYi^. 

Go on, great Stretch, with artful han^ 
Mortals to please and to deride ; 

And, when death breaks thy vital band^ 
Thou shalt ^t on a puppet's pride. 

Thou shalt in puny wood be shown, 
Thj image shall preserve thy fame^ 

Ages to come thy worth shall own, 
Point.Bt thy Kmbs^ and tell thy name. 

Tell Tom, he draws a farce in vaicu 
Before he looks dn nature's glan; 

Puns cannot form a witty scene, 
Nor pedantry ibr'lmmonr pstas. 

To make men aet as sensetess woo4» 
And chotter in a mystic strain. 

Is a mere force on flesh and blood. 
And shows some error in the brsts^. 

Be that would thus refine on thee, 
Andturn thy stage into a schocff, 

The jest of Punch will ever be, 
And stand ooiffest Ae greater focd« 



(183) 



THE GRAND QUESTIOW DEBATED. 

VHKT^n HAXILT01I*8 BAWK SHOVU) BK TVRinED IHT^ 
1. BAR&jLCK or ▲ MALT-HOUfflL — 1720. 

Thus spoke to my lady the knight* fuH ofcai^ 
* Let me have your adyke in a weighty affair. 
This HamiltoD's bawn,! while it sticks io my han4 
I lose by the house what I get by the laod; 
Bat how to dispose of it to the best bidder. 
For a barrack^ or maltliouse, we now must consider: 

Fhit» let me suppose I make it a malthouse, 
Here I have computed the proj^will fall t' us : 
There's nine hundred pounds rorlabour and gral% 
I increase it to twelve, so three hundred remain ; 
A handsome addition for wine and good cheer» 
Three dishes a day, and three hogsheads a year; 
With a dozen lai^e vessels my vault shall be stor'da 
ITo little scrub joint shall come on my board; 
And you and the dean no more shall cdmUne 
To stint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 
iXcT shall I, for his humour, permit you to purkAi 
A atone and a quarter of beef from my sir-loin. 
If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; 
Hy dear, I have pondered again and again on't: 
In poundage and drawbacks I lose half my rent^ 
Whatever they give me, I must be content, 

* Sir Arthor Achoon, at whoie teat thii wai wdtten. F. 

f A large old home, two mUei trom Sir Artbur*i seat F. 

t The army in Ireland was lodged in strong buildings, called har- 
fuks, which have lately been introduced into this coimtry 19ds» 
wise* »• 
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Or join with the court in every debate ; 
And rather than that, I would lose my estate^' 

Thus ended the knight : thn» began his meek wife : 
^ It must, and it shall be a barrack^ my life. 
I'm grown a mere mopus ; no company comes. 
But a rabble of tenants, and rusty dull rums.''^ 
With parsons what lady can keep herself clean ? 
I'm all over daub'd when I sit by the Dean. 
But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 
The captain, I'm sure, will always come here ; 
I then shall not value his deanship a straw. 
For the captain, I warrant, will, kaep him in awe ; 
Or, should he pretend to be brisk and alert, 
Will tell him that chaplains should not be so pert ; 
That men of his coat should be minding their pnyeQ^!^ 
And not among ladies i> give themselves airs.'' 

Thus argued my lady, but argued in vain ; 
The knight his opinion resolv'd to maintain;. 

But Hannah,! who listen'd to all that was pas^ 
And could not endure so vulgar a taste. 
As soon as her ladyship call'd to be drest, 
Cry'd, " Madam, why surely my master's possest 
Sir Arthur the maltster ! how fine it will sound ! 
I'd rather the bawn were sunk under ground. 
But, madam, I guess'd there would never come good, 
When I saw him so often with Darby and Wood4 
And now 'my dream's out; for I was a-dream'd 
That I saw a huge rat — O dear, how I scream'dt 
And after, methought, I had lost my new shoes ; 
And Molly, she said, I should hear some ill news. 

* A cant word in Ireland for a poor country clergyuaD. F. 
f My lady's waiting woman. F. 
t Two of Sir Arthur^B mans^erv. Fl 
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^ Dear madam, had j6a but the spirit to tease, 
Tou might hare a barrack whenever you please : 
And, madam, I always believ'd you so stout. 
That for twenty denials you would not give out 
If I had a husband like him, I jmrtest^ 
Till he gave me my will, I would give him no rest ; 
And, rather than come in the same pair of sheets 
With such a cross man, I would lie in the streets : 
Bat, madam, I beg you, contrive and invent, 
And worry him out, till he gives his consent. 
Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I think, 
An I were to be hang'd, I can't sleep a wink : 
For if a new crochet comes into my brain, 
I can't get it out, though I'd never so fain. 
I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is arriv'd ; 
Of this to be sure sir Arthur has warnings 
And waits on the captain betimes the next morning. 

"Now see, when tliey meet, how their honours bc» 
have ; 

* Noble captain, your servant* — ' Sir Arthur, your slave ; 
Tou honour me much' — ' the honour is mine.' — 
*'Twas a sad rainy night' — ' But the morning is fine.* 
*Pray how does my lady?' — ' My wife's at your ser- 
vice.' — 

* I tldnk I have seen her picture by Jervas.' — 
'Goodmorrow, good captain.' — ' I'll wait on you 

down.' — 

* You sha'nt stir a foot.' — ' You'll think me a clown.' 

* For all the world captain' — ' Not half an inch far- 

ther.'— 

* You must be obey'd !' — * Your servant, Sir Artluir ! 
My humble respects to my lady unknown.' — 

' I hc^cyou will use my house as your own.' 
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^Oo bring me my amoek^ and leaveoff your pniie^' 
Tbou hast certainly gotten a cup in tby pate.'' 

^ Pray, madam be quiet ; what vas it I said ? 
Tou had like to have put it quite out of my head. 
Kest day, to be sure, the captain will come, 
At the head of his troops, with trumpet and dium* 
Now, madam, obsa'^e how he marches in state : 
The man with the kettledrum enters the gate : 
Dub, dub, adub, dub. The tnunpeters follow, 
Tantara, tantara; wliile all the boys holla, 
See now comes the captain all daubM with gold laee : 
O la! the sweet gentleman ! look in his face; 
And see how he rides like a lord of the land. 
With the fine flaming sword that he holds in hialiaod^ 
And his horse, the dear crd^Ty it prances and ream ; 
With ribbons in knots at its tail and its ean : 
At last comes the troop, by word of command. 
Drawn up in our court ; when the captain cries^ StaivdC 
Tour ladyship Ms up the sash to be seen, 
For sure I had dizen'd you out like a queen. 
The captain, to show he is proud of the favour. 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver: . 
(His beaver is cock'd ; pray madam, mark that, 
For a captain of horse never takes off his hat, 
Because he has never a hand that is idle, 
For the right holds the sword, and the left holds the bii^ 

die.) 
Then flourishes thrice his sword in the air, 
As a compliment due to a lady so fair; 
(How I tremble to think of the blood it has spilt !) 
Then he lowers down the point, and kisses the hilt.. 
Your ladyship smiles, and thus you begin ; 
Fray, captain, be pleasM to alight and walk in. 
The captain salutes you with congee profound, 
.4od your ladyship curtsies half way to the ground. 
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Kit» TUD to your master, and bid bim come to u% 
l^ro Bare be'U be proud of the booour jou do ii% 
And, captain, you'll do us the favour to stay, 
And take a short dinner here with ub to day ; 
Tou're heartily welcome ; but as for good cheer, 
You come in the very worst time of the year ; 
If I had expected so worthy a guest — ' 

* Lord ! madam ! your ladyship sure is in jest ; 
Tou banter me, madam ; the kingdom must grant-— ' 
^ Tou officers, captain, are so complfusant !' 

^Hist, hussey, I tliink I bear somebody coming— -I^ 
STo, madam : 'tis only Sir Arthur a^bumoung. 
To shmten my tale (for I bate a long story) 
The captain at dinner appears in his glory ; 
The dean and the doctor* have humbled their plride, 
For the captain's entreated to sit by your side ; 
And, because he's their betters, you carve for him flnt : 
The parsons for envy are ready to burst. 
The servants amaz'd are scarce ever able 
To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table ; 
And Molly and I have thrust in our nose, 
To peep at the captain in all his fine Mts. 
Dear madam, be sure he's a fine spoken man. 
Do but hear on the clergy how glib his tongue ran ; 
And, ^ madam,' says he, * if such dinners you give. 
You'll ne'er want for parsons as long as you live. 
I ne'er knew a parson without a good nose : 
But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goes : 
G^-d d — n me ! they bid us reform and repent, 
But, z — s ! by their looks they never keep Lent : 
Mister curate, for all your grave looks I'm afraid 
You cast a sheep's eye on her ladyship's mud : 

* Doctor JiBD7, aderg/mao io the neisbbourhood. F. 
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I wish she wou]d lend you her pretty wliite hand 
Id mending your cassock, and sruootbiiig your band, 
(Forthe dean was so shabby, and look'd like a uiony. 
That the captain supposed he was curate to Jinny) 
' Whenever you see a cassock and gown, 
A hundred to one but it covers a cIowd. 
Observe how a parson comes into a room ; 
G — d d — n me t he hobbles as bad as my groom ; 
A schaiardy when just from his college broke loose. 
Can hardly tell how to cry boo to a goose ; 
Your Noveds,^ and Bluturks, and Omurs, and stufi^ 
By G — y they don't signify this pinch of snuff. 
To give a young gentleman right education, 
The army's the only good school in the nation : 
My schoolmaster call'd me a dunce and a fool. 
But at cufl& I was always the cock of the school ; 
I never could take to my book for the blood o' me. 
And the puppy confessed he expected no good o' me. 
He caught me one morning coquetting his wife, 
But he maul'd me, I ne'er was so maul'd in my life : 
So I took to the road, and, what's very odd, 
The first man I robb'd was a parson, by G — • 
Kow, madam, you'll think it a strange thing to say. 
But the sight of a book makes me sick to this day.' 

" Never since I was born did I hear so much wit. 
And, madam, I laugh'd till I tliought I should split. 
So then you look'd scornful, and snift at the deau. 
As who sh(>uld say, ' !N^ow, am I skinnyf and lean ? 
But he durst not so much as once open his lips. 
And the doctor was plaguily down in the hips.' 



* Ovids, Plutarchs, Homers. P. 
t Nicknames for my lady. F. 
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Thns merciless Hannah ran on in her talk, 
Till she heard the Dean call, '' Will jour ladjrdiip 

walk?" 
Her ladyship ansirers, ^ I'm just coming down :'* 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frowi^ 
Although it was plain in her heart she was glad, 
Ciy'd, ^ Hussy, why sure the wench is gone mad ! 
How could these chimeras get into your brains ? — 
Come hither, and take this old gown for your pains; 
But the Dean, if this secret should come to his eang 
Win oever have done with his gibes and his jeers : 
For your life, not a word of the matter I charge ye : 
Gire me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy.'* 
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We give the world to understand, 
Our thriving Dean has purchased land ; 
A purchase, wliich will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds'a year ; 
Provided, to improve the ground, 
He will but add two hundred pound ; 
And, from his endless hoarded store. 
To build a house, five hundred more. 
Sir Arthur too shall have his will, 
And call the mansion Drapier's Hill : 
That, when a nation, long enslaved. 
Forgets by whom it once was sav'd ; 
When none the Drapier's praise shall sing, 
His signs aloft no longer swings 

VOL. XI. H 
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His medals and his prints foif otten, 
And all his handkerchiefs'*^ are rotten, 
His famous letters made waste paper, 
This hill may keep the name of Drapiar ; 
In spite of envj, flourish still, 
And Drapier's vie with Cooper's hill. 
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V 

t 

FOR KOT BUILDIKG AT DRAFISR's BILI<« 

I WILL not build on yonder mount : 
And, should you call me to account, 
Consulting witli myself, I find, 
It was no levity of mind. 
Whate'er I promis'd or intend^, 
No fault of mine the scheme is ended: 
Nor can you tax me as unsteady, 
I have a hundred causes ready : 
All risen since that flattering time, 
When Drapier's hill appear'd in rhyme- 

I am, as now too late I find, 
The greatest cully of mankind : 
The lowest boy in Martin's school 
May turn and wind me like a fool. 
How could I form so wild a vision, 
To seek, in deserts, Fields Elysian ? 
To live in fear, suspicion, variance. 
With thieves, fanatics, and barbarians f 

* Medals were cast, many signs hung up, and handken^lefr m 
with devices, ia honour of the Dean, under the name oif M. B. I 
pier. F. 



&£ASOn8 90]iNOT'B17ILDINe,&c. 171 

But here my lady win obfect ; 
Tour deaubip ought to recollect, ^" 

Th^t, near the knight of GoBford plac'd^ 
Whbm you aUow a mad of tatite, 
Tour intervals of time to spend 
With so conversable a friend. 
It would not sonify a pin 
Whatever climate you were in. 

'Tis true, but what advantage comes 
To me from all a usurer's plumbs ; 
Though I should see him twice a-day, 
And am his neighbour cross the way ; 
If all my rhetoric must fail 
To strike him for a pot of ale ? 

Thus, when the learned and the wise 
Conceal their talents from our eyes. 
And from deserving friends withhold 
Their gifts, as misers do their gold ; 
Their knowledge to themselves confined 
Is the same avarice of mind ; 
Tfor makes their converpation better, 
Than if they neVer knew a letter. 
Such is the fate of Gosford's knight, 
Who keeps his wisdom out of sight ; 
Whose uncommunicative heart ^ 
Will scarce one precious word impart : 
Still rapt in speculations deep, 
His outward senses fast asleep ; 
Who, while I talk, a song will huVn, 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum ; 
Beyond the ^es.transport^ his mind. 
And leaves a lifeless corpse behind. 

But, as for me, who ne'er could clamber hidi, 
To understand M alebranche or Cambray ; 
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Wtiogeiid mj iniad (as I believe) lesft 

"^han others do, op errands sleeveless ; 

^ Can listen to a tale himdruni. 

And with attention read Toot Thumb $ 

My spirits with mj body proggiog, 

, Both hand in hand together jogging ; 

Sunk over head and ears in matter. 

If or can of metaphysics smatter ; 

And m<nre diverted with a quibble 

Than dream of words intl^Uigible ; 

And think all notions too abstracted f 

Are like the ravings of a crackt head ; 

What intercourse of minds can be 
» 

Betwixt the knight sublime and me» 
If when I talk, as talk I must. 
It is but prating to a bust ? 

Where friendship is by Fate deflgn'd» 
It forms a union in the mind : 
. ^ But here I differ from the knight 

In every point, like Mack and white: , 

For none can say that ever yet 

We both in one opinion met : 

I^ot in philosophy, or ale ; 

In state affairs, or planting cale ; 

In rhetoric, or picking straws ; 

In roasting larks, or making laws ; 

In public schemes, or catching flies ; 

In parliament's, or pudding pies. • .: 

The neighbours wonder why the knight 
Should in a country life delight, 
' Who not one pleasure entertains 
To cheer the solitary scenes : 
His guests are few, his visits rare ; 
Nor uses time« nor tiqae will spare ; 
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]7orrid€8y nor walks, nor bunts, nor fowls, 
Nor pla^s at cardfG or dice, or bowh; 
But, seated in an easy chair. 
Despises exercise and air. 
His rural walks he ne'er adorns ; 
Here poor Pomona sits on thorns : 
And the^ neglected Flora settles 
Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Those thankless aad officious cares 
I usM to take in friends' affairs, 
From which I never could refrain, 
And have been often chid in vain : 
From these I am recovered quite, 
At least in what regards the knight. 
Preserve his health, his store increase; 
May nothing interrupt his peace t 
But now let all his tenants round 
First milk his cows, and after, pound : 
Let every cottager conspire 
To cut his hedges down for fire : 
The naughty boys about the village 
His crabs and sloes may freely pDlage i 
He still may keep a pack of knaves 
To spoil his work, and work by halves : 
His meadows may be dug by swine^ 
It shall be no concern of mine: 
For why should I continue still 
To serve a friend against his will i 
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Not i&es be, though hp were a duk^ 
Offend me with the least rebuke. 

Proceed we to your preaching* nextf > 
' How nice you split the hardest text t 
How your superior learning sbuies 
Above our neighbouring dull divines ! 
At B^gar's Opera not so full pit 
Is seen, as when you mount our pulpit* 

Consider now your conversation : 
Regardful of your age and station. 
You ne'er were known, by passion stirred, 
To give the least offensive word : 
But still, whene'er you silence breaks 
Watch every syllable you speak : 
Your style so clear, and so concise, 
We never ask to hear you twice* 
But then, a parson so genteel. 
So nicely clad from head to heel ; 
So fine a gown, a band so clean. 
As well become St. Patrick's Deao. 
Such revei'ential awe express, 
That cowboys know you by your dress I 
Then, if (jur ne^hbouring fiiends come here^ 
How proud are we when you appear, 
With such address and graceful port, 
As clearly shows you bred at court ! 

Now raise your spirits, Mr. Dean, 
. I lead you to a nobler scene. 
When to the vault you walk in state^ 
In quality of butler's mate ; # 
Yon next to Pennisf bear the sway : 
To you we often trust the key i 

* The aathor preached but otkce while he wu there« i^ 
f The btttler. F. ^ 
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IT^or can he judge with all his art 
So well, what bottle holds a quart : 
What pints may best for bottles pasi^ 
Just to give every man his glass : 
When proper to produce the best ; 
And what may serve a common guest. 
With Dennis you did ne'er combine, 
JNTot you, to steal your master's wine ; 
Except a bottle now and then. 
To welcome brother serving men ; 
But that is with a good design. 
To drink Sir Arthur's health and mine : 
Tour master's honour to maintain ; 
And get the like returns again. 

Tour usher's post must next be handled : 
How blest am I by such a man led ! 
Under whose wise and careful guardship 
I now despise fatigue and hardship : 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 
ThoQgfa draggled round, I scorn to fret : 
From you my chamber damsels learn 
My broken hose to patch and dam. 

JNow as a jester I accost yon; 
Which never yet one friend has lost you. 
Tou judge so nicely to a hair^ 
How far to go, and when to spai« ; 
By long experience grown so wise, 
Of every taste to know the size ; 
There's none so ignorant or weak 
To take offence at what you speak: 
Whene'er you joke, 'tis all a case 
Whether with Dermot, or his grace ; 
With Teague O'Murphey, or an earlf 
A duches% or a kitchen girL 

h2 
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With such dexterity you fit 
Their several talents with your wit, 
That Moll the chambermaid cao smoke, 
And Gahagan* take every joke. 

I now become your humble suitor 
To let me praise you as my tutor. 
Poor I, a savage bred ^nd bom. 
By you instructed eveiy mom, 
Already have improved so well,* 
That I have almost learn'd to spell : 
The neighbours who come here to dioc^ 
Admire to hear me speak so fine* 
How enviously the ladies look. 
When they surprise me at my book ! 
And sure as they're alive at night 
As soon as gone will show their spite : 
Good lord ! what can my lady raeao« 
Conversing with that rusty Dean I 
She's grown so nice, and so penuriou% 
With Socrates and Epicurius ! 
How could she sit the livelong day, 
Tet never ask us once to play ? 

But I admire your patience most ; 
That when I'm duller than. a post, 
Kor can the plainest word pronounce, 
You neither fume, nor iiret, nor flounce; 
Are so indulgent, and so mild. 
As if I were a darling child* 
So gentle i^ your whole proceeding 
That I could spend my life in reading; 

Tou merit new employments daily : 
Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, baily* 

• The down tint cQt down the old thorn at Market-bin. T. 
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^And to ageoius so extenrive 
^ No work is grievous or offenave : 

Whether your fhiitfiil fancy lies- 

To make for pigs con vetnent styes; 

Or ponder long with anxioiu thought 

To banish rats that haunt our vault : 

Nor have you grumbled, reva«nd Dean, 

To keep our poultry sweet and clean ; 

To sweep the mansion house they dwell in. 

And cure the rank unsavory smelling. 
Now enter as the dairy handmaid : 

Such charming butter^ never man loa^ 

Let others with fanatic face 

Talk of their milk for babes of grace ; 

From tubs their snulQ9ing nonsense utter ; 

Thy milk shall make us tubs of butter*; 

The bishop with his foot may bum it,t 

But with his hand the Dean can chum it. 

How are the servants overjoyed 

To see thy deanship thus employed 

Instead of poring on a book. 

Providing butter for the cook t 

Three morning hours you toss and shake 

The bottle till your fingers ake : 

Hard is the toilf nor small the art. 

The butter from the whey to part: 

Behold a frothy substance rise ; . 

Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 

The butter comes, our fears are ceas'd ; 

And out you squeeze an ounce at least. 

. » • 

* A way of making butter for breakfast, by filling a bottle with 
cream, and shaking it till the butter comes. F. 

f It is a common saying, when the milk burns to, that the devU Ot 
ihe bishop has set hisfoot in it F. 
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Ytna reverence thus, with like mieoeflii^ 
{Nor is your aldll or labour lese) 
When bent upon some snfiart lampoon, 
Will ioBB and turn your brain till noon ; 
Which, in its juDiblings round the skull. 
Dilates and makes the vessel full : 
While nothing comes but froth at first, 
You think your giddy head will burst; 
But, squeezing out four lines in rhymes 
Are largely paid for all your time. 

But yott have raisM your generous mind 
To WQiks of more exalted kind. 
PaUadio was not half so skill'd in 
The grandeur or the art of building. 
Two temples of iliagnific size 
Attract the curious traveller's eye% 
That might be envy'd by the Greeks ; 
Rais'd up by you in twenty weeks : 
Here gentle goddess Cloaciue 
Keceives all oflfering at her shrine. 
In separate cells, the hes and shes^ 
Here pay their vows with bended kneoi: 
For 'tis profane when sexes mingle, 
And every nymph must enter single; 
And when she feels an inward motion, 
Come fillM with reverence and devotioo.^ 
The bashful maid, to bide her blush. 
Shall creep no more behind a bush ; 
Here unobserv'd she boldly goes. 
As who should say, to pluck a rose» 

Ye, who frequent this hallow'd scene^ 
Be not ungratefiil to the Dean ; 
But duly, ere you leave your station^ 
Ofier to Urn a pure libation, 
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Or of hu own or Smedley's lay. 
Or billet-doux, or lock of haj : 
And, O ! may all who hither come^ 
BeturD with uopolluted thundl) ! 

Tet, when jour lofty domes I praiflc^ 
I righ to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raise my style. 
And sweetly moralize a while. 

Thee, bounteous goddess Cloacine^ 
To temples why do we confine ? 
Forbid in open air to breathe. 
Why are thine altai-s fix'd beneath ? 
When Saturn rulM the skies ^alone, 
(That golden age to gold unknown) 
This earthly globes to thee asngn^d^ 
BeceivM the gifts of all mankinds 
Ten thousand altars smokii^ round 
Were built to thee with offerings crowned: 
And here thy daily Totaries placM 
Their sacrifice with zeal and haste : 
The margin of a purling stream 
Sent up to thee a grateful steam ; 
Though sometimes thou wert please to wioiEt 
If Naiad V swept them from the Inrink : 
Or where appointing lovers rove. 
The shelter of a shady grove ; 
Or ofier'd in some flowery vale^ 
Were, wafted by a gentle gale^ 
There many a flower abstersive grew. 
Thy favourite flowers of yellow hue $ 
The crocus and the daffodil. 
The cowslip soft, and sweet jonquil; 
But when at last usurping Jove 
Old Satuni firom his empire dfore ; 
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Then gluttony, with greasy paws. 
Her napkin piun'd up to her jaws. 
With vatery chaps, and wagging chii:i, 
BracM like a drum her oily skin ; 
WedgM in a spacious elbow chau\ 
And on her plate a treble share, 
As if she ne'er could have enough, 
Taught harmless man to cram and stuff. 
She sent her priests in wooden shoes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragouts; 
Instead of wholesome bread and cheese^ 
To dress their soups and fricassees ; 
And, for our homebred Biitish cheer, 
Botargo, catsap, and caviare. 

This bloated harpy, spning from HeQ^ 
Cenfin'd thee, goddess, to a cell : 
Sprung from her womb that impious line^ 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
First, lolling Sloth in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap : 
Pale Dropsy with a sallow face, 
Her belly burst, and slow her pace : 
And lordly Gout, wrapt up in fur : 
And wheezing Asthma, loath to stir : 
Voluptuous Ease, the child of wealth. 
Infecting thus our hearts by stealth, 
r^'one seek thee now in o;'en air. 
To thee no verdant altars rear; 
But, in their cells and vaults obscene 
Present a sacrifice unclean ; 
. From whence unsavoury vapours rose. 
Offensive to thy nicer nose/ 
^h ! uho, in on r^degenerate days. 
As nature prompts, his offering pays ? 
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Here nature never diflference made 

* Between the sceptre and the spade. 

Te ^eat ones, why will ye disdaia ' 
To pay youir tri^te on the plain ? 
Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches side ; 
When from the homeliest earthen ware 
- Are sent up dferiugs more sincere, 
Than where the haughty duchess locks 
Her silver vase in cedar box ? 

Tet some devotion still remains 
Among our harmless northern swai^ 
Whose oflferinp, plac'd in golden rankle 
Adorn our crystal rivers' banks ; 
19'or seldom grace the flowery downs^ 
With spiral tops and copple crowns ; 
Or gilding in a sunny morn 
The humble knrandies qf a thorn. 
So, poets sing, with golden bou^ 
The Trojan hero paid bis Vow. 
Hither, by luckless error led, 
The crude consistence oft I tread : 
Here, when my shoes are out of case^ 
Unweet^ gild the tarnish'd lace ; ' 
Here, by the sacred bramble ting'd, 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 

Be witness for me, nymph divine, 
I never robb'd thee with design : 
Kor will the zealous Hannah pout 
To wash thy injured offering out. 

But stop, ambitious Muse, in tim^ 
Kor dwell on subjects too sublime. 
In vain on lofty heels I tread, 
Aspiring to exalt my head : 



4 SWIFT'S rOEMS, 

Wilh hoop expHndcd wirk and lighl,- 
In vaiu 1 'tempt loo liigh a flight. 

Me Plio^bus iD a miduighl dream 
Accosting said, '^ Go »hake your cream.* 
Celiunibl}' minded, luinw youi' posl; 
Sweeten your tea, and watcb your Imit 
Thee bert befits a lowly style : 
Teach DeoDu how to stir the guile :f 
With Peggy DisoD^ thou^tful ait, 
CoDtriTiog for the (lot and spit 
Take down thy proudly swellJDg sail^ 
Aod nib thy teeth, and pare thy neilsj 
At Dic«ly carving show thy wit ; 
But ne'er presume to eat a bit : 
TuTD ev«y way thy watchful eyt. 
And every guest be sure to ply : 
Let never at your board be knowo 
An enrpty plate, except your own. 
Be these thy arts ; dot higher aim 
Thau what befits a rural dame. 

"But Cloacina, goddess bright, 

Sleek clains her as his ri^t i 

And Smedley, flower of all diviue^ 
Shall sing llie Dean in Smedley's liottl" 



TWELVE ARTICLES. 

[. Lbst it may more quarrels breeds ' 
I will never hear you read. 

• In tkcbi>ttle,tcinit^ batter. F. 

f The qiiaHtily of ale or beer brewed at ouelialf, 
f Mti. DiiOD, Uk iiou^eep«r. F. 
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IL fiy dbputing, I will nerer, 

To coavioce 70U once eodeaTOUr.. 

III. When a paradox you stick to^ 
I will never contradict you. 

IV. When I talk andyouarelieedle^t^ 

I will show no anger needless. ^ 

V. When your speeches are absurds 
I will ne^er oDject a word. 

VI. When you furious argue wrong, 
I will grieve and hold my tongue* 

YII. Not a jest or humorous stoiy 

Will I ever tell before ye : . 

To be chidden for explaining. 
When you quite mistime the meaning. 

Till. Never more will I suppose^ 

Tou can taste my verse or prose* 

IX. Tou no more at me shall fret. 
While I teacby and you forget* 

!&• Tou shall never hear me thunder. 
When you blunder on, and blunder. 

XI. Show your poverty of spirit. 

And in dress place all your merit; 
Give yourself ten thousand airs; 
That with me shall break no squares. 
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XIL Never will I give advice, 

Till you please to ask me thrice : 
Which if you in scorn reject, 
'Twill be just as I expect 

Thus we both shall have our ends, 
And continue special friends. 



THE REVOLUTION AT MARKET-HILL. 

1730. 

From distant regimis Fortune sends 
An odd triumvirate of friends ; 
Where Phoebus pays a scanty stipend^ 
Where never yet a codling ripen'd : 
Hither the frantic goddess draws 
Three sufferers in a ruiu'd cause : 
By faction banisti'd, here unite, 
A Dean,^ a Spaniard,^ and a knight ;j: 
Unite, but on conditions cruel ; 
The Dean and Spaniard find it too wel], 
Condemn'd to live in service hard ; 
On either side his honour's guard : 
The Dean to guard his honour's back, 
Must build a castle at Drumlack; 
The Spaniard, sore against his will. 
Must raise a fort at Market-hill. 
And thus the pair of humble gentry 
At north and south are posted sentry ; 

* Dr. Swift P. 

f Col. Hftrry Lesley, who senred and lived long in Spaio. FC 

t SirlrtlprAchesoB. F. 
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IRiile^io tui lordly castle fist, 
The knight (xiiupphaQt reigos betwixt; 
And, what the wretches most reseat, 
To be his sla^e^, must pay him rent ; 
Attend him daily as their chief, 
Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 
O Fortune ! 'tia a scandal for thee 
To smile on those who are least worthy : 
Weigh but the merits of the three, 
His slaves have ten times more than he* 

Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia! 
The Dean and Spaniard must reproach ye : 
Of th^ir two fames the world enough rings i 
Where are thy services and sulTeringB ? 
What if for nothing once you kiss'd, 
Against the grain, a monarches fist f 
What if, among the courtly tribe, 
Tou lost a place, and sav'd a bribe ? 
And then in surly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year, 
And fierce against the Whigs haranguM 2 
You never ventur'd to be hangM* 
How dare you treat your betters thus? 
Are you to be comparM with us ? 
Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms ; 
Our forces let us both unite, 
Attack the foe at left and right ; 
From Market-hill's exalted head, 
Full northward let your troops be led ; 
While I from Drapier's mound descend^ 
And to the south my squadrons bend* 
New river walk with friendly shade 
Shall keep my host iu ambuscade; 
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While you, from where the basin standB, 
Shall scale the rampart with your baocte. 
]^or ueed we doubt the fort to win ; 
I hold intelligence within. 
True, lady Anne no danger fears, 
Brave as the Upton fan she wears : 
Then, lest upon our first attack 
Her valiant arm should force us back) 
And we of all our hopes deprived ; 
I have a stratagem contnv'd. 
By these embroider'd high-heel'd shoesr 
She shall be caught as in a noose : 
So well contriv'd her toes to pinch, 
She'll not have power to stir an inch : 
These gaudy shoes must Hannah place 
Direct before her lady's face ; 
The shoes put on, our faithful portreas 
Admits us in, to 0tonn the fortress ; 
While tortur'd madam bound remains, 
Like Montezume, in golden chains; 
Or like a cat with walnuts shod 
Stumbling at eveiy step she trod. 
Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's isle, 
To catch a monkey by a wile, 
The mimic animal amuse ; 
They place before him gloves and shoes | 
Which when the brute puts aukward on, 
All his agility is gone : 
In vain to frisk or climb he tries ; 
The huntsmen seize the grinning prized. 

But let us on our first assault 
Secure the larder md the vault : 
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▼diant Dennis^ you must fix oiv 
And 111 engage witii. Peggy Dixoa :t 
Then, if we once can seize the kej 
And chest that keeps my lady's te^. 
They mast surrender at discretion ; 
And, soon as we have gain'd possessioq. 
We'll act as other conquerors do. 
Divide the realm between us two; ' 
Then (let me see) we'll make the knight 
Oar derk, for he can read and write ; 
But must not think, I tell him that, 
Uke IiOrimer| to wear his hat : 
Tet, when we dine without a friends 
Well place him at the lower end. 
Madam, whose skill dpes all in dress liv 
May serve to wait on Mrs. Lesley ; 
But, lest it might not be so proper 
That her own maid should overtop her« 
To mortify the creature more. 
We'll take her*heeb five inches lower. 

For Hannah, when we have no need of her, 
'Twill be our inteiiest to get rid of lier : 
And, when we execute our plot, 
'Tis best to hang her on the spot; 
As all your politicia^ns wise 
Deqpatch the rogues by whom they rise. 

• The butter. P. f The housekeeper. Fi 

J The agent f . 
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TRAULUS. PARTI. 

▲ mULLOGITE BETWEEN TOM AND ROBIN.* 1 730* 

• Tom. Say, Robin, what can Traulusf meao 
By bellowing thus against the Dean ? 
Why does he call him paltiy scribbler, 
Fapist, and jacobite, and libeller : 
Tet cannot prove a single fact ? 

Robin. Forgive him, Tom : his head is crackt 

Tom* What mischief can the Dean have done hin^ 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him ? 
"Why must he sputter, spawl, and slaver it 
In vain against the people's favourite ? 
Revile that nation-saving paper. 
Which gave the Dean the name of Drapier ? 

Robin. Why, Tom, I think the case is plain ;* 
Pibrty and spleen have tum'd his brain. 

Tom. Such friendship never man profess'da. 
The Dean was never so caress'd : 
For Traulus long his rancour nurs'd. 
Til], Ood knows why, at last it burst. 
That clumsy outside of a porter. 
How could it thus conceal a courtier? 

Robin. I own, appearances are bad ; 
Tet still insist the man is mad. 

Tom. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to distinguish firieuds from foes ; 
And, though perhaps among the rout 
He wildly flings his filth about, 

e Soni cf R«r« CharWLctle^. See tbe nest poem. F. 
tLordJJkm. F. 
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Re still has gratitude and sap'eoce. 
To spare the folks that give him ha'pence; 
N'br in then: eyes at random pisses, 
But turns aside like mad Ulysses : 
!¥hile Traulus all his odure scatters 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence comes these inconsistent fits ? 

Robin. Why Tom, the man has lost his wits. 

Tom. Agi'eed : and yet, when Towzer snaps 
ki people's heels witli- frothy chaps, 
Hangs down his head, and drops his tail. 
To say he's mad will not avail ; ' 

The neighbours all cry, ^ Shoot hiqi^ dead, 
Hang, drown, or knock him on the head." 
So Traulus, when he first harangu'd, 
I wonder why he was not hang'd; 
For of the two, without dispute, 
Towzer's the less offensive brute* 

Robin. Tom, you mistake the matter quite : 
Your barking curs will seldom bite ; 
And though you hear him stut-tut-tut-ter, 
He barks as fast as he can utter. 
He prates in spite of all impediment, 
While none believes that what he said he meant^ 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grepe for words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue ; there's nothing in it, 
He fawns upon you in a minute ; 
•' Begs leave lo rail, but, d — n his blood ! 
He only meant it for your good : 
His friendship was exactly tim'd. 
He shot before your foes were prim'd. 
By this contrivance, Mr. Dean ; 
ByG — ! m bring you off as clean— " 
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Then let him use you e'er so rough, 
" 'Twas all for love," and that's enough. 
fiut, though he sputter through a session, 
It never makes the least impression : 
Whatever he speaks for madness goes, 
With no effect on friends or foes. 

Tom. The scrubbiest cur in all the pack 
Can set the mastiffon your back. . 
I own, his madness is a jest^ 
If that were all. But he's possest. 
Incarnate with a thousand imps, 
To work whose ends his madness pimps ; 
Who o'er each string and wire preside. 
Fill every pipe, each motion guide ; 
JDirecting every vice we find 
In Scripture to the Devil assign'd : 
Sent firom the dark infernal region. 
In him they lodge, and make him legion. 
Of brethren he's a false accuser; 
A slanderer, traitor, and seducer ; 
A fawning, base, trepanning liar ; 
The marks peculiar of his sire. 
Or, grant him but a drone at best ; 
A drone can raise a hornetVnest. 
The Dean had felt their stings before ; 
And must their malice ne'er give o'er^ 
Still swarm and buz about his nose ? 
But Ireland's friends ne'er wanted foes. 
A patriot is a dangerous post. 
When wanted by his country most; 
Perversely comes in evil times, 
Where virtues are imputed crimes. 
His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant; 
A traitor to the vices regnant 
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VVbtt spirity nnce the worid began, 
old alwajs belur to Btrive with mao f 
Uch God pronounced, he never woul4 
td foon convinc'd them by a flood. 
St itill the Dean on freedom raves; 
vipirit always strives with slaves, 
bdme at last to spare his ink, 
id let them rot, or hang, or nnlu 
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Traulus, of amphibious breed, 
Motley fruit of mongrel seed ; 
By the dam from lordlings sprung, 
By the sire exhalM from dung : 
Think on every vice in both, 
Look on him, and sec their growth. 

View them on the mother's side, 
FilFd with falsehood, spleen, and pride; 
Positive and overbearing. 
Changing still, and still adhering; 
Spitebl, peevish, rude, untoward. 
Fierce in tongue,- in heart a coward ; 
When his friends he most is hard on. 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon; 
Reputation ever tearing. 
Ever dearest friendship swearing ; 
Judgment weak, and passion strong, 
Always various, always wrong; 
Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves, or where he hat^ ; 
Talks whatever comes in his head ; 
Wishes H were all unsaid. 

V<Ai. XI. I 
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Let me now the Tices trace, 
From the father's scoundrel race. 
Who could give the loobj such ahrs ? 
Were they masons, were they butcheis ? 
^erald, lend the Muse an answer 
From his aiavus and grandsire : 
This was dextrous at his trowel. 
That was bred to kill a cow well : 
Hence the greasy clumsy mien 
Id his dress and figure seen ; 
Hence the mean and sordid soul, 
like his body, rank and foul; 
Hence that wild suspicious peep, 
Liike a rogue that steals a sheep ; 
Hence he learnt the butcher's guil^. 
How to cut your throat and smile ; 
Liike a butcher, doomM for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife ; 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants' vital blood. 

Lastly, let his gifts be tri'd. 
Borrowed from the mason's side : 
Some perhaps may think him able 
In the state to build a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a station 
To destroy the old foundation. 
Tme indeed, I should be gladder 
Could he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead descend ! 

In him tell me which prevail. 
Female vices most, or male ? 
What produc'd him, can you tell ? 
Human race, or imps of Hell ? 
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ROBIN AND HARRT.*^ 1*^ 

Robin to beggars, vfiih a curs«, 
Throws the last shilling in his purse; 
And, when the coachman comes for paj*, 
The rogue must call another da7. 

Grave Harry, when the poor are pressing^ 
Cives them a penny, and God's blessing; 
But, alti^ays careful of the main, 
With twopence left, walks home in rain*. 

Robin from noon to night will prate, 
Run out in tongue, as in estate : 
And, ere a twelvemonth and a day^ 
Will not have one new thing to say. 
Much talking is not Harry's vice : 
He need not tell a story twice : 
And, if he always be so tlirifty, 
His fund may last to five and fifty. 

It so fell out, that cautious Harry, 
As soldiers use, for love must marry. 
And, with his dame, the ocean cross'd ; 
(All for Love, or the Woild well Lost!) 
Repairs a cabin gone to ruin. 
Just big enough to shelter two in; 
And in his house, if any body come, 
Will make them welcome to his modicum.^ 
Where Goody Julia milks the cows, 
And boils potatoes for her spouse ; 
Or darns his hose, or mends liis breeches, 
While Harry's fencing up his ditches. 

* Sons of Dr. Lesley. Harry was a colonel in the Spaniab 
lenric^. 

\ 
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RoMn, trho ne'er his mind could fix 
To live without a coach and six, 
To patch his broken fortunes, found 
A mistress worth five thousand pound; 
Swears he could get her in an hour. 
If gaffer Hany would endow her ; 
And sell, to paciff his wrath, 
A birth-right for a mess of broth. 

Young Harry, as all Europe knows. 
Was long th^ quintessence of beaux ; 
But, when espous'd, he ran the fate 
That must attend the married state ; 
From^old brocade and shining armour, 
Was metamorphosed to a farmer ; 
tOh grasner's coat with dirt besmear'd; 
N(Nr twice a week will shave his beard. 

Old Robin, all his youth a sloven. 
At fifty -two, when he grew loving, 
Clad in a coat of paduasoy, 
A flaxen wig, and waistcoat gay. 
Powdered from shoulder down to flank^ 
In cbortly style addresses Frank ; 
Twice ten years older than his wife^ 
Is doom'd to be a beau for life ; 
. Supplying those defects by dress, 
Wt^ch I must leave the world to guess. 
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TO BETTY THE GRISETTE. 1730. 

CtuEEN of wit and beauty, Betty ! 
Never may the Muse forget ye : 
How thy face charms every shepherd, 
Spotted over like a leopard 1 
And thy freckled neck, displayed, 
Envy breeds in eveiy maid ; 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow. 
Or on parchment ink turn'd yellow ; 
Or a tawny speckled pippin, 
Shrivel'd with a winter's keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus despatched, 
Let me praise thy wit unmatch'd. 

Sets of phrases, cut and dry. 
Evermore thy tongue supply. 
And thy memory is loaded 
With old scraps from pla3r8 exploded : 
Stock'd with repartees and jokes, 
Suited to all christian folks : 
Shreds of wit, and senseless rhymes, 
Blunder'd out a thousand times. 
T^^or wilt thou of gifts be sparing. 
Which can ne'er be worse for weari0g^. 
Picking wit among collegians. 
In the playhouse upper regions ; 
Where, in eighteenpenny gallery, 
Irish nymphs learn Irish raillery . 
But thy merit is thy failing. 
And thy raillery is railing. 

Thus with talents well endued 
To be scurrilous and rude ; 
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When jou pertly raise your snout, 
fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout ; 
This among Hibernian asses 
For sheer wit and humour passes. 
Thus indulgent Chloe, bit, 
jSwears j6u. have a world of witv 



DEATH AND DAPHNEi 

TO AH AORKEABLB YOUNG LADY, BUT BXTBSifcBLr 

LEAN. 1 730. 

Death went upon a solemn day 
At Pluto's hall his court to pay : 
The phantom, having humbly kiss'd 
His grisly monarch's sooty fist. 
Presented him the weekly bills 
Of doctors, fevers, plagues, and pills«. 
Phito, observing since the peace 
The burial article decrease, 
' And, vex'd to see affairs miscarry. 
Declared in council. Death must marry ; 
VowM he no longer could support 
Old batchelors about his court ; 
The interest of his realm had need 
That Death should get a numerous-breed^ 
Toung Deajthlings, whp, by practice made 
Frofident in their father's trade, 
With colonies might stock around 
His laige dominions under grounc^ 

A consult of coquettes below 
Was caird, to rig him out a beau : 
From her own bead Megara takes 
A periwig of twisted snakes ; 
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Which ID the nicest fashion currd, 

(Like toupetsof this upper world) 

With flowers of sulphur powder'd wel^ 

That graceful on hia shoulders fell ; . 

Ao adder of the sable kind 

In line direct hung down behind; 

The owl, the raven, and the bat, 

Clubb'd for a feather to his hat; 

His coat, a usurer's velvet pall, > 

Bequeath'd to Pluto, corpse and all* 

But, loath his person to expose 

Bare, like a carcass pick'd by crows, 

A lawyer o'er his hands and face 

Stuck artfully a parchment case. 

Ko new fluxM rake show'd fairer skin ; 

H'or Phyllis after lying in. 

With snuff was fiU'd his ebon box, 

Of shin-bones rotted by the pox. 

!Nine spirits of blaspheming fops, 

With aconite anoint his chops ; 

And give him words of dreadful sounds^ 

G— d d — n his blood ! and b-Ml and w — ds I 

Thus fiirnish'd out, he sent his train 
To take a house in Warwick-lane : 
The faculty, his humble friends, 
A coroplimental message sends : 
Their president in scarlet gown 
Harangued, and welcomed him to town. 

But Death had business to despatch ; 
His mind was running on his match. 
And, heapng much of Daphne's feuDe, 
His majesty of terrors came, 
Fine as a colonel of the guaids^ 
To visit where she sate at cards : 
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She, as he came into the room/ 
Thought him Adonis in his bloom. 
And oow her heart with pleasure jurop^ 
She scarce remembers what is trumps ; 
For such a shape of skin and bone 
Was never seen, except her own : 
Charmed with his eyes, and chin, and sngpf, 
Her pocket glass drew slily out ; 
And grew enamour'd with her phi^ 
As just the counterpart of his. 
She darted many a private glance, 
And freely made the first advance ; 
Was of her beauty gi'own so vain, 
She doubted not to win the swain. 
Nothing she thought could sooner gain him; 
Than with her wit to entertain him. 
She ask'd about her friends below ; 
This meagre fop, that batterM beau : 
Whether some late departed toasts 
Had got gallants among the ghosts ? 
If Chloe were a sharper still 
As great as ever at quadrille ? 
(The ladies there must needs be rooks, 
For cards, we know,^ure Pluto^s books.) 
If Florimel had found her love. 
For whom she haug'd herself above ? 
How oft a week was kept a ball 
By Proserpine at Pluto's hall ? 
She faiyied these Elysian shades 
The sweetest place for masquerades : 
How pleasant on the banks of Styx, 
To troH it in a coach and «x ! 
t What pride a female heart inflames ! 
How endlew are ambition's aima! 
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Ceuty haufhty Djmph ; the Fatesdeeree 
Death must n6t be a spouse for thee : 
For, when by chance die meagre shade 
Upon thy hand his finger laid, 
Thy hand as dry and cold as lead, 
His matrimonial spirit fled ; 
He felt about his heart a dampi 
That quite eztinguishM Cupid's lamp^: 
Away the fiighted spectre scud^ 
And leaves my lady in the suds. 



DAPHNE.* 

Daphne knows, widi equal eari^ 
How to vex and how to please ; 
But the folly of her sex 
Makes her sole delight to vex. 
Never woman more devisM 
Surer ways to be despis'd : 
Paradoxes weakly wielding, 
Always conquerM, never yielding. 

« Lord Orrery, ia his Remarks, has given a singular repri^ 
of his interview with Daphne. The lady, it seems, was proi 
portrait as drawn by the Dean ; his lorddiip, in his iiolitenf 
not see the least resemblance. She still persisting^ tfaftt 
rather be Daphne drajm by him, than Sacharissa by apy < 
cil. Lord Orrery had no other way of retrieving his ernr 
uriiiQiering in her ear, as he was condacting her down sts 
ner, that indeed he fDond ** her hand as diy, as cold as les 
peal to all the Daj^nes in both kingdoms, whether his lord 
not very safely have compounded the matter, and tol 
tiiough her hand was cold, he still believed her heart ^ 
the froitfiil earth preserves its central beat, while viifiB ' 
ita aurftce. Something of this sort might havebecn espec 
eUgtmi /9rmanitm 9tt€Mor, W. B. 
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, To cUspute, her diief deligbt» 
With not <Hie opiokm right : 
Thick her arguments the lays ou^ 
And vith cavils combats reason ; 
Answers ia decisive way, 
I9^ever hears what you can say : 
Still her odd perverseoess diows 
Chiefly where she nothing knows ; 
And, where she is most famiHar, 
Always peevisher and slUier : 
All her spirits in a flame 
When she knows she's most to blame* 

Send me hence ten thousand miles. 
From 9 face that always smiles : 
Kone could ever act that part, 
But a Fuiy in her heart. 
Ye who hate such inconsistence. 
To be easy, keep your distance i 
Or in folly still befriend her, 
But have no concern to mend he^«. 
Lose not time to contradict her, 
Nor endeavour to convict her* 
Never take it in your thought. 
That shell own, or cure a fault* 
Into contradiction warm her. 
Then, perhaps, you may reform her f 
Only take this rule along. 
Always to advise her wrong; 
And reprove her when she's rights 
She may then grow wise for spite. 

No — that scheme will ne'er succeedjii 
She has better learnt hercreed: 
She's too cunning, and too skilful^ 
'l Vhea to yield, an4 whea be willq^ 
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If ature holds her forth two mirrors, 
One for truth, aod one for errors : 
That looks hideous, fierce, and frightful f 
This is flattering and delightful : 
That she throws away as foul ; 
Sits by this4o di*ess her soul. 

Thus you have thfe case in view, 
Daphne, 'twixt the Dean and you. 
Heaven forbid he should despise ihee ! 
But wiU^ never more advise thee. 



\ 



THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 

A FABLE. BY DR. DELANT. 1730. 



" Quis iniqiix 



•* Tarn putiens urbis, tam ferreus^ ut teneat se ?*» Jur. 

In ancient times, as bards indite, 
f clerks have conn'd the records right) 
Peacock reign'd, whose glorious sway 
is subjects with delight obey : 
is tail was beauteous to behold, 
eplete with goodly eyes and gold ; 
air emblem of that monarch's guise, 
hose train at once is rich and wise ; 
od princely rul'd he many regions, 
ad statesmen wise, and valiant legions* 
A Pheasant lord,* above the rest, 
ith every grace and talent blej>t, 
as sent to sway, with all his skill, 
he sceptre of a neighbouring hill.f 

> Lord Carteret^ Lord Lieuteiumt of IrelaBj. T> 

) IieUttd. F. 
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No tdeiice was to him iiiiknowD, 

For all the arts were all his own : 

In all the living; learned read. 

Though more delighted with the dead : 

Ton birds, if ancient tales saj true, 

Had then their Popes and Homers too ; > 

CoaM read and write in prose and verse, 

And speak like '^**^, and build like Pearce.* 

He knew their voices, and their wings, 

Who smoothest soars, who sweetest sings ; 

Who toils with ill-fledg'd pens to climb, 

And who attained the true sublime : 

Their merits he could well descrj, 

He had so exquisite an eje; 

And when that faiPd, to show them cleai^ 

He had as exquisite an ear. 

It cbanc'd, as on a day he straj'd. 

Beneath an academic shade. 

He lik'd, amidst a thousand throats, 

The wildness of a Woodlark'sf notes^ 

And searched, and spj'd, and seiz'd his gamc^*^ 

And took him home, and made him tame ; 

Found him on trial true and able, 

So cheer'd and fed him at his table* 

Here some shrewd critic finds I'm caug^t^ 
And cries out ^ Better fed than taught" — 
Then jests on game and tame, and reads 
And jests, and so my tale proceeds. 

Long had he studj'd in the wood, 
Conyersing with the wise and good ; 
His soul with harmony inspired, 
With love of truth and virtue fir'd : 

t A ftunouB modorn udiitect, who built the (vUaAcait boat 
IJuUiii. F. 
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Wb farethren'fLgood and Maker's praise 

Were all the study of his lays; 

Were aU his study in retreat, 

And now employ'd him with the great. 

His friendship was the sure resort 

Of all the wretched at the court ; 

But chiefly merit in distress 

His greatest blessing was to bless. — 

This fixM him in his patron's breast, 
But fir'd with envy all the rest : 
I mean that noisy craving crew, 
Who round the court incessant flew. 
And prey'd like rooks, by pairs and dozens 
To fill the maws of sons and cousins : 
^ Unmov'd their heart, and chill'd their bIoo4 
To every thought of common good, 
Confining every hope and care 
To their own low contracted sphere*'^ 
These ran him down with ceaseless cry, 
But found it hard to tell you why. 
Till his own worth and wit siippUM 
Sufficient mat{er to deride t 
* 'Tis Envy's safest, surest rule. 
To hide her rage in ridicule ; 
The vulgar eye she best beguiles, 
When all her snakes are deck'd with smiles :. ^ 
Sardonic smiles, by rantour rais'd ! 
Tormented most when s^ming pleas'd t" 
Their spite had more than half ezpii''4» 
Had he not wrote what all admir'd ; 
What morsels bad their maUce wanted. 
But that he built, and planu'd, and planted ! 
How had his sense and learning griev'd them, 
But that b^ cbacitf reliev'd tbem 2 
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^ At h%liest worth dull Malice reaches 
Ai dugs pollute the fairest perches : 
Eovy defames, as harpies vile 
Devour the food they first defile." 

Now ask the fruit of all his favouj^ — 
^ He was not hitherto a saver." — 
What then could make thdr rage run mad? 
** Whj what he hop'd, not what he had. 

** What tyrant e'er Invented ropes. 
Or racks, or rods, to punish hopes ? 
Th' inheritance of Hope and Fame 
Is seldom Earthly Wisdom's aim; 
Or, if it wens, is not so small, 
But there is room euougli for all." 

If he but chance to breathe a song, 
(He seldom sang, and never long) 
The noisy, rude, malignant crowd. 
Where it was high, pronounc'd it loud : 
Plain Truth was Pride; and what was sillier. 
Easy and Friendly was Familiar* 

Or, if he tuu'd his lofty lays. 
With solemn air to Virtue's praise, 
Alike abusive «nd erroneous. 
They calFd it hoarse and unhaimonious : 
Tet so it was to souls like theirs, 
Tuneless as Abel to the bears ! 

A Rook"*" with har^h malignant caw 
Began, was foUow'd by a Daw ^ 
(Though some, who would be thought to know^ 
Are positive it was a Crow) 
Jack Daw was seconded by Tit, 
Tom Tit| could write, and so be writ; 

tI2r»T-*-i-«Hr. F. f Bicfathon.Ridk.IU^ f. 
tDttSh^^bui. F. 
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\ tribe of tUDeless praters follow, 
The Ji^, the Magpie, and the Swallow; 
Ind twenty more their throats let looie, 
Down to the witless waddling Crooae. 

Some peck'd at him, some flew, some fluttered. 
Some hiss'd, some scream'd, and others mutter'd : 
The Crow, on carrion wont to feast, 
The Carrion Crow condemn'd his taste :i 
The Rook in earnest too not joking. 
Swore all his singing was but croaking. 

Some thought they meant to show their wit» 
MSghf think so still—" but that they writ**— 
Could it be spite or envy ; — " No— 
" Who did no ill, could have no foe."— 
So Wise Simplicity esteem'd, 
Quite otherwise True Wisdom deem'd; 
This question rightly understood, 
^ What more provokes than doing good ? 
A soul ennobled and refin'd 
Reproaches every baser mind : 
As strains exalted and melodious 
Make every meaner music odious." — 

At length the Nightingale^ was hear4 
For voice and wisdom long rever'd, 
Esteem'd of all the wise and good. 
The Guardian Genius of the wood: 
He long in discontent retir'd, 
Tet not obscur'd, but more admur'd^ 
Hb brethren's servile souls disdaining^ 
Be livM indignant and complaining : 
SThey now afresh provoke his choler, 
(It seems the lark had been his scholar^ 
A favourite scholar always near him, 
4id cA liad wak'd whole oii^ts to bearUvO 
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Eorag'd be canvasses the m tter, 

Exposes all their senseless chatter. 

Shows him and them in such a light, • 

As more inflames, yet quells their spite. 

They hear his voice, and frighted fly» 

For rage had rais'd it very high : 

Sham'd by the wisdom of his notes, 

They hide their heads, and hush their throats. 



ANSWER TO DR. DELAJST'S FABLl 

OF THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 

In ancient times, the wise were able 
In proper terms to write a fable : 
Their tales would always justly suit 
^The characters of every brute. 
The ass was dull, the lion brave, 
The stag was swift, the fox a knave ; 
The daw a thief, the ape a droll, 
The hound would scent, the wolf would prowl : 
A pigeon would, if shown by ^sop, 
Fly from the hawk, or pick his pease up. 
Far otherwise a great divine 
Has learnt his fables to refine : 
fie jumbles men and birds together. 
As if they all were of a feather : 
You see him first the peacock bring; 
Against all rules, to be a king ; 
That in his tail he wore his eyes, 
By which he grew both rich and wise. 
Now, pray, observe the Doctor's choice, 
A peacock chose for fli^t and voice ; 
Did ever m<Nrtal see a peacock. . 
^Attempt a flight abore iAivyc^X^ 
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Ajod for Us siDging, Doctor, you know, 
^BSiDBelf complaioM of it to Juno. 
He squalls in such a hellish noise. 
He frightens all the village boys.- 
This peacock kept 9 standing forc^ 
lo regiments of foot and horse : 
Had statesmen too of every kind, 
Who waited gn his e jesi>ehind ; ^ 
And this was thought the highest post ; 
For, rule the rump, you rule the roast. 
The Doctor names but one at present. 
And he of all birds was a pheasant 
Thb pheasant was a man of wit, 
Could read all books were ever wnt; 
And, when among companions privy, 
Could quote your Cicero and Livy. 
Birds, as he says, and I allow, 
Were scholars then, as we are now. 
Could read all volumes up to folios, 
And feed on fricassees and olios : . . 
This Pheasant by the Peacock's will. 
Was -viceroy of a neighbouring hill ; 
And, as he wander'd in his park. 
He chancM to spy a clergy Lark ; 
Was taken with his person outward? 
So prettily he pick'd a cow-t— d : 
Then in a net the Pheasant caught him. 
And in his palace fed and taught him. 
The moral of the tale is pleasant. 
Himself the lark, my lord the pheasant; 
Jl lark he is, and such a lark 
Ab never came from Noah's ark : 
And though he had no other notion, 
Bui building^ planning, and devotion ; 



■n, 



21d SWIFT'S POEMB^ ^\^ 

Thoui^b 'tis a maxim you must know; ;^' ^ 

" Who does do ill, cao have no foe ;'* . ■ ; ^rt 

Yet how can I express in words JtH 

The strange stupidity of birds ? 

This Lark was hated in the wood» 

fiecause he did his brethren good* 

At last the Nightingale comes in» 

To hold the Doctor by- thel:hiQ : 

We all can (iud out wha^ he meansi 

The worst of disaffected deans : 

Whose wit at best was next to none^ 

And now that little next is gone. 

Against the court is always blabbii^, 

And calls the senate-house a cabin ; 

So dull, that but for spleen and spite, 

We ne'er sliould know that he could write^ , 

Who thinks the nation always err'd, 

Because himself is not preferred : 

Sjs heart is through his libel seen, 

Kor could his malice spare the queen ! . 

Who, had she known his vile behaviour. 

Would ne'er have shown him so much favouif- 

A noble lord* has told his pranks, 

And well deserves the nation's thanks. 

O I would the senate d^ign to show 

Resentment on this public foe ; 

Our Nightingale might fit a cage, 

There let him starve, and vent his rage J 

Or, would they but in fetters bind, 

This enemy of humankind ! 

Hahnonious Coffee,f show thy zeal, 

Thou champion for the commouweal : 

« LordAUeD,the8ainew]ioi8iBeaiitbyTmUut. Fi 
i AlXiblinganeteer. V\ 
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ma Umne like this repine, 
to wet thy pen divine : 
that libeller a lash, 
Wbo daily vends seditious tras& : 
Who dares revile the nation's wisdoln, 
Bui in the praise of virtue is dumb : 
That scribbler lash, who neither knows 
The turn of verse, nor style of prose ; 
Whose malice, for the worst of ends, 
Would have us lose our English friends; . 
Who never had one public thought, 
Ror ever gave the poor a groat* 
One clincher more, and I have don€^ ^ 
[ end my labours with a pun. 
fove send this Nightingale may fall, 
Wbo spends his day and night in gaU ! 
So, Nightingale and Lark adieu; 
[ fee the greatest owls in you 
That ever screech'd or ever flew. 



THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGfc 

JEtatis'su^ fifty two, 
A rich divine began to woo 
1 handsome, young, imperious girl, 
^^'early related to an e^l. 
2er parents and her friends consent^ 
the couple to the temple went : 
lliey first invite the Cyprian queen ; 
l^was answered, *^ She would not be seen ;^* 
the Graces next, and all the Muses, 
Wexe bid in fonn, but ient excuses* 
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Juno attended at the porcb, 

With farthing candle for a torch ;. 

While mistress Iris held her train, 1 

The faded l)ow distilli^HPain. 

Then Hebe came, and took her place. 

But showM no more than half her face. 

Whatever those dire forebodings meant. 
In mirth the wedding-day was spent ; 
The wedding-day, you take me right, 
I promise nothing for the night. 
The bridegroom, drest to make a figure, 
Assumes an artificial vigour ; 
A flourish'd nightcap on, to grace 
His ruddy, wrinkled, smiling face ; 
Xdke the faint red upon a pippin. 
Half witherM by a winter's keeping. 

And thus set out this happy pair. 
The swain is rich, the nymph is fair; 
But, what I gladly would forget, % 
The swain is old, the nymph coquette. 
Botlrfirom the goal together start : 
Scarce run a step before they part; 
No common ligament that binds 
The various textures of their minds : 
Their thoughts and actions, hopes and fears, 
Less corresponding than their years. 
Her spouse desires his coffee soon, 
She rises to her tea at noon. 
While he goes out to cheapen books, 
She at the glass consults her looks : 
While Betty's buzzing in her ear. 
Lord, what a dress these parsons wear t 
So odd a choice how could she make ! 
Wish'd bim a colonel for ber sake^ 
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Riem on her finger's ends, sife counts, 
Biacl» to what hk age amoants. 
Fho Dean, she heard her uncle say, 
taiz^ if he be a daj $ 
Bi luddy cheeks are no disguise ; 
roa see the crow's feet round his ej-es. 

At ODce she rambles to the shops, 
To cheapen tea, and talk witli fops; 
>r calk a council of her maids, 
knd tradesmen, to compare brocades. 
cler weighty morning business o'er, 
1S$M down to dinner just at four; 
ffioda nothing that is done or said, 
Eler evening work so fills her head. 
The Dean, who us'd to dine at one, 
b mawkish, and bis stomach gone ; 
Id threadbare gown, would scarce a louse hold; 
Locdu like the chaplain of his household ; « 

Beholds her, from the chaplain's place, 
la French brocades, and Flanders lace ; 
Be wonders what employ her brain, 
But never asks, or asks in vain; 
ftia mind is fidl of other cares, 
^Dd, in the sneaking parson's airs, 
Computes, that half a parish dues 
BnU hardly find his wife in shoes. 
Canst thou imagine, dull divine, 
*Twill gain ha- love, to make her fine ; 
Bath she no other wants beside ? 
Toa raise desire, as well as pride, 
Enticing coxcombs to adore, 
jLod teach her to despise thee inore. 
If in her coach shell condescend 
To place him at the hinder end» 
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Her hoop is hobt above hlB Dose^ 

HiB odious gown would soil her clothes^ "- 

And drops him at the church, to prajr, 

IHiile she drives on to see the plaj. 

He, like an orderly divine. 

Comes home a quarter after nine, 

And meets her hasting to the ball : 

Her chairmen push him from the wall. 

He enters in, and walks up stairs, 

And calls the family to prayers; 

Then goes. alone to take his rest 

In bed, where he can spare her besti 

At five the footmen make a diQ» 

Her ladyship is just come in ; 

The masquerade began at two. 

She stole away with much ado ; 

And shall be chid this aftemooq, 

]For leaving company so soon : 

SheUl say, and she may truly 8ay\ 

^he canH abide to stay out late. 

But now, tho' scarce a twelvemonth maniccjk 
Poor Lady Jane has thrice miscanjed, 
The ^ause, alas, is quickly guess'd; 
The town h^bs whisperM round the jest 
Think on some remedy in time, 
You find his reverence past bis prim^ 
Already dwindled to a lath : ^ 
No other way but try the bath. 

For Venus, rislDg from tlie ocean, 
Infus'd a strong prolific potion, 
That mts'd with Acheloiis' spring, 
The homed flood, as poets siog, 
Who, with an Englibb beauty smitten. 
Ban under ground from Greece to JBritain^ 



VHE PROOBSSS OF MAltBI4GE. 21$ 

The genial Tirtue with him broai^ 
And gare the nymph a plenteous draagfat; 
Tb^ fled, and left his bora behind, 
"For husbands past thdr youth to find : 
The njrmpb, who still with passioD bum'd)^ 
Was to a boiling fountam turn'd, 
^ Wliere childless wives crowd eveiy moni, / 

To drink in Achdoiis' bom* 
And here the iather often gains 
That title by another^s pains. 

Hither, though much against the grain. 
The Dean has carried Lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would' not consent, 
Bat Tow'd his money all was spent : 
His money qpent ! a clownish reason ! 
iUid must my lady slip her season? 
The doctor, with a double fee, 
Was bribed to make the Dean agree. 

Here all diversions of the place 
Are proper in my lady's case : 
With which she patiently complies, 
merely because her friends advise : 
His money and her time employs 
In flsusic raffling jooms, and toys ; 
Or in the Cross-bath seeks an heir, 
Since others oft have found one there : 
Where if the Dean by chance appears, 
It shames his cassock and his years. 
He keepb his dbtauce in the gallery, 
Till banish d by some coxcomb's raillery ; 
For Hwould his character expose 

To bathe among the oelles and beaux* 

■ 

So ha? f^ 1 »<tt'n^ within a pen, 
Toung duckling loster'd by a heu; 
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But, when let out, they nin and muddle, 
As iustioct leads them, in a puddle : 
The sober hen, not born to swim, 
With mourafiil note clucks round the briih. 

The Dean, with all his best endeavour, 
Gets not an heir, but gets a fever. 
A victim to the last essays 
Of vigour in declining d&ys, 
He dies, and leaves his mourning mate 
(What could he less ?) his whole estate. 

The widow goes through all her forms: 
New lovers now will come in swarms. 
O, may I see her soon dispensing 
Heir favours to some broken ensign ! 
Him let her marry^ for his face, 
And only coat of tamish'd lace; 
.To turn her naked out of doors, 
And spend her jointure on his whores ; 
But, for a parting present, leave her 
A rooted pox to last for ever ! 



AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD; 

OR, THE TRUE ENGLISH DEA.N^ TO BE HANGED 1 

A RAPE. 1730. 

I. 

Our brethren of England, who love us so dear. 
And in all they do for us so kindly do mean, 

(A blessing upon them !) have sent us this year 
fw the good of our church, a true English deaa. 

* Dr. Thomas Sawbridg e, dean of Femes. - F. 
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A holier priest ne^er was wrapt up in crape, 
The worst you can say, he committed a rape. 

II. 
In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Chester, 

And there he grew fond of another roan's wife ; 
Bui-st into her chamber, and would have caress'd her; 
. But she valued her honour much more than her life. 
She bustled, and struggled, and made her escape 
To a room full of guests, for fear of a rape. 

III. 
The Dean he pursued, to reco^fer his game ; 
And now to attack her again he prepares : 
But the company stood in defence of the dame, 

They cudgell'd, and cufT'd him, and kick'd him down 
stairs. 
His deanship was now in a damnable scrape, 
And this was no time for committing a rape. 

lY. 

To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes, 
^ And orders the landlord to bring him a whore ; 
r^To scruple came on him his gown to expose, 

'Twas what all his life he had practis'd before. 
He had made himself dmnk with the juice of the grape^ 
And got a good clap, but committed no rape. 

V. 
The Dean, and his landlord, a jolly comrade, 

Resolv'd for a fortnight to swim in delight ; 
For why, they had both been brought up to the trade- 

Of drinking all day, and of i% boring all night. 
His landlord was ready his deanship to ape . 
Id every debauch, but committing a rape. 

T0L. Xf. K 
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VI. 
This protestant zealot, this English divioc, 

In church and in state was of principles sound ; 
Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line, 

And griev'd that a tory should live above ground. 
Shall B subject so lojal be hang'd by the nape, 
For no other crime but conunitting a rape ? 

VIL 

Bj old popish canons, as wise men have penuM 'em» 
Each priest had a concubine, Jt^r^ ecclesias ; 

WhoM be dean of Femes without a cmnmendam ? 
And precedents we can produce, if it please ye : 

Then why should the Dean, when whores are so cheqpi, 

Be put to the peril and toil of a rape ? 

VIII. 
If fortune should please but to take such a crotchet 

(To thee I apply, great Smedley's successor) 
To give thee lawn sleeves, a mitre, and rochet, 

Whom wouldst thou resemble ? I leave thee a guessA. 
But I only behold thee in Atherton's* shape, 
For sodomy hang'd : as thou for a rape. 

IX. 

Ah ! dost thou not envy the brave Colonel Chartrei, 
Condemned for thy crime at threescore and ten ? 

To hang him, all England uould lend him their garten^ 
Yet he lives, and is ready to ravish again. 

Then throttle thyself with an ell of strong tape, 

For thou hast not a groat to atone for a rape. 

* A4>ishop of Waterford, of infemous character. .H-. 
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X. 
The Dean he was vex'd that his whores were so willing 5 

He longed for a girl that would struggle and squall ; 
He ravish'd her fairly, and say'd a good shilling; 

But here was to pay the devil and all. 
His trouble and sorrows now come in a heap, 
And hang'd he must be for committing a rape. 

XT. 

If maidens ai*^ ravish'd, it is their own choice : 
Why are they so wilful to struggle with men ? 

If they would but lie quiet, and stifle their voice. 
No devil nor Dean could ravish them then. 

Nor would there be need of a strong hempen cape 

Tied round the Dean's neck for committing a rape. 

XII. 
f)ur church and our state dear England maintains, 

For which all true Protestant hearts should be glad r 
She sends us our bishops, our judges, and deans, 
* And better would give us, if better she had. 
But, lord ! how the rabble will stare and will gape, 
When the good English dean is liangM up for a rape. 



ON STEPHEN DUCK, 

THE THRESHER, AND FAVOURITE POET. 
A aUIBBLIKG EPIGRASI. 1730. 

* 

The thresher .Duck could o'er the queen prevail, 
The proverb says, ^ no fence against a flaiL'' 
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iProm threshing corn he turns to thresh his brains ; 
For which her majesty allows him grains : 
Though 'tis confest, that those, who ever saw 
His poems, think them not all worth a straw ! 

Thrice happy Duck, employ'd in threshhig stubble 
Thy toil is lessened, and thy profits double. 



THE L At)Y'S DRESSING ROOM* 1 730. 

Five hours (and wlio can do it less in ?) 
By haughty Coelia spent in dressing ; 
The goddess from her chamber issues, 
Array'd in lace, brocades, and tissues. 

Strephon, who found the room was void, 
• And Betty otherwise employ'd, 
Stole in, and took a strict survey 
Of all the litter as it lay : 
Whereof, to make the matter clear. 
An inventory follows here : 

And, first, a dirty smock appear'd. 
Beneath the armpits well nesmear'd; 
Strephon, the rogue, display'd it wide, 
And turn'd it round on eveiy side : 
On such a point, few words are best. 
And Strephon bids us guess the rest ; 
But swears, how damnably the men lie 
In calling Caelia sweet and cleanly. 

* A defence of ** The Lady's Dressing Room," by some facctioi 
friend of our author, is printed iu Faulkner's edition ; which, afta 
humorous travesiy often lines •. ly of "Horace's Art of Poetry, 
decides clearly that tliere art ten times more slovenly expressions 
these ten Uqqs of Horace, than m the whole poem of Dr. 9wift. S(J 
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Now listen, while he next produceg 
The various combs for various uses ; 
Fill'd up with dirt so closely fixt. 
Kg brush could force a way betwixt; 
A paste of composition rare, * 

Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead, and hair : 
A forehead-cloth with oil upon't, 
To smooth the wrinkles on her front : 
Here alum-flower, to stop the steams 
ExhaFd from sour unsavoury streams ; 
There night-gloves made of Tripsey's hide, 
Bequeath'd by Tripsey when she died 5 
With puppy-water, beauty's help, 
Distiil'd from Tripsey's darling whelp. 
Here gillipots and vials plac'd, 
Some fill'd with washes, some with paste ; 
Some with pomatums, paints, and slops, 
And ointments good for scabby chops. 
Hard by a filthy basin stands, 
Foul'd with the scouring of her hands : 
The basin takes whatever comes, 
The scrapings from her teeth and gums, 
A nasty compound of all hues, 
For here she spits, and here she sp^ws. 

But, oh ! it turn'd poor Strephon's bowels, 
When he beheld and smelt the towels, 
Begumm'd, bematter'd, and beslim'd. 
With dirt, and sweat, and earwax grim'd ; 
No object Strephon's eye escapes ; 
Her petticoats in frowzy heaps ; 
Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot, 
All vainish'd o'er with snuff and snot. 
The stockings why should I expose, 
Stain'd with the moisture of her toes,* 

* Var. »* marks of stinking toes." H. 
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Or greasy coifs, or pinners reeking, 
Which Cffilia slept at least a week in ? 
A pair of tweezers next he found. 
To pluck her brows in arches round ; 
Or hairs that sink the forehead low, 
Or on her chin like bristles grow. 

The virtues we must not let pass 
Of Caelia's magnifyiug-glass; 
When frighted Strephon cast his eye on't, 
It show'd the visage of a giant : 
A glass that can to sight disclose 
The smallest worm in Cs&lia's nose, 
And faithfully direct her nail 
To squeeze it out from head to tail ; 
For, catch it nicely by the head, 
It must come out, alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you tell the rest ? 
And must you needs describe the chest ? 
That careless wench ! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner ! 
But leave it standing full in sight, 
For you to exercise your spite ? 
In vain the workman show'd his wit, 
With rings and hinges counteifeit, 
To make it seem in this disguise 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes : 
Which Strephon ventur'd to look in, 
ResolvM to go through thick and thrn^ 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more, 
He smelt it all the time before. 

As, from within Pandora^s box, 
When Eptmetheus op'd the locks» 
A sudden universal crew 
Of human evils upward flew. 
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He still was comforted to find 
That hope at last remained behind : 
SoStrephon, lifting up the lid, 
Toview what iu the chest was hid, 
The vapours flew from out the vent ; 
ButStrephon, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 
And foul his hands in search of hope. 

! ne'er may such a vile machine 
Be once in Caelia's chamber seen ! 
! may she better learn to keep 
Those " secrets of the hoary deep."* 

As mutton cutlets, prime of meat, 
Which, tiiough with art, you salt and beat, 
As laws of cookery require. 
And roast tliem at the clearest fire ; 
If from adown the hopeful chops 
The fat upon the cinder drops. 
To stinking smoke it turns the flame, 
Poisoning the flesh from whence it cam^-, 
And up exhales a greasy stench, 
For which you curse the careless wench : 
So things which must not be exprest, 
When plumpMiuto the reeking chest, ^ 

Send up an excremental smell 
To taint the parts from whence they fell: 
The petticoats and gown perfume, 
And waft a stink round every rooni^ 

Thus finishing his grand survey^. 
Ksgusted Strephon stole away ; 
Repeating in his amorous fits, 
** Oh I C»lia, Calia, Cielia sh— r 

* Milton. 
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Bat Vengeance, goddess never sleeping. 

Soon punish'd Strephou for bis peeping : 

His foul imagination links 

£ach dame he sees Avith all her stinks ; 

And, if unsavoury odours fly. 

Conceives a lady standing by. 

All women his description fits. 

And both ideas jump like wits ; 

By vicious fancy coupled fast, 

And still appearing in contrast. 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind 
To all the chai'ms of woman kind. 
Should I the Queen of Love refuse, 
Because she rose from stinking ooze ? 
To him that looks behind the scene, 
Statira's but some pocky quean. 

When Caclia all her glory shows. 
If Strephon would but stop his oose, 
(Who now so impiously blasphemes 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams, 
Iler washes, slops, and every clout, 
' With which he makes so foul a rout ;) 
He soon will learn to think like me^ 
And bless his ravish'd eyes to sec 
Such order from confusion sprung, 
Such gaudy tulips rais'd from dung. 



THE POWER OF TIME. 1730. 

If neither brass nor marble can withstand 
The mortal force of Time's destructive band ; 
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If mouotaios sink to vales, if cities die, 
Aod lesseniog rivers mouro their fountains drj ; 
When my old cassock (said a Welsh divine) 
Is out at elbows, why should I repine ? 



ON MB. PULTENEY'S BEING PUT OUT OF 
THE COUNCIL. 1731. 

Sib Robert, weary'd by Will Pulteney's teaziogs, 
Who interrupted him in all his leasings, 
Resolv'd that Will and he should meet no more^ 
Fall in his face Bob shuts the council-door; 
l^or lets him sit as justice on the bench, 
To punish thieves, or lash a suburb-wench; 
Tet still St. Stephen's chapel open lies 
For Will to enter — What shall I advise ? 
E'eo quit the House, for thou too long has sat in't, 
Produce at last thy dormant ducal patent; 
There, near thy master's throne in shelter plac'd, 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunder waste. 
ITet still I fear your work is done but half: 
^or, while he keeps his pen, you are not safe. 

Hear an old fable, and a dull one too ; 
t bears- a moral, when apply'd to you. 

A hare had long escap'd pursuing hounds 
^7 often shifting into dbtant grounds ; 
'ill, finding all his artifices vain, 
'o save his life he leap'd into the main, 
tut there, alas ! he could no safety find, 
> pack of dogfish had him in the wind. 
le scoui-s away ; and, to avoid the foe, 
descends for shelter to the shades beloYT : 

K 2 
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There Cerberus laj wattMng io his deo^ 
(He liad not seen a hare U^ Lord knows when} 
, Out bouDcM the mastiff of the triple head ; 
Away the hare whb dotible swiftness fled ; 
Hunted from earth, and sea, and Hell, he flies 
(Fear lent him wings) for safety to the skies* 
How was the fearful animal distrest ! ik 

Behold a foe more fierce than all the rest : % 

Sirius, the swiftest of the heavenly pack, 
Fail'd but an inch to seize him by the back. 
He fled to earth, but first it cost him dear : 
He left his sent behind, and half an ear. 

Thus was the hare pursu'd, though free from guilt ; 
Thus, Bob, shalt thou be maul'd, fly where thou wilt. 
Then, honest Robin, of tfiy corpse beware ; 
Thou art not half so nimble as a hare : 
Too ponderous is thy bulk to mount the sky : 
]N"or can you go to Hell, befwe you die. 
So keen thy hunters, and thy scent so strong. 
Thy turns and doublings cannot save thee long.^ 



* This huntiog ended in the promotion of Will and Bob. Bob was 
BO longer first minister, but earl of Orford ; and WiU was no tcng^f 
liii opponent, hat carl o^Bath. B- 
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EPITAFH 

\ 

ON FRSDERtCK tSVKEi 09 SCHOMBEBG.'*^ 



Hic iBfta situm est corpus 

FREDERICI DUCIS DE SCHOMBEBO. 

ad BUDINDAM ocdsU A. D. 16dO. 

DECAirUS et CAFITT7LUM maximopeie eti«» 

atque etiam {>etieniD(» 

Ut hjbrkdes DUCIS momunentum 

Id memoriam parentis erigendiiRi curaxentir 

Sed postquam per epistolas^ par Bmicoi^ * 

diu ac saep^ oraodo oil profecSre ; 

HuQC demum lapidem ipsi staluerunt^ 

fSaltem ut icias, bospes^ 

Ubinam teirarum SCpl^BERGENSlS cki^r» 

deli)eBCunt 
^ Plus potuit fama virtutis apud alieioi^ 
Cluam sanguiob proxiimtfis apud simmu" 
A. D. 1731* 



• The duke was usilaiipUr UOtdf te erotrfflg tfie Hmr Bof^iBir 
My 1, 1690; and wag buried io St. Fatrick'i eathedndj wiira ' 
ttie dean and chapter erected a small jnonument to hishoiioi^jit 
ttieir owA expense. N. 

t The words that Di. Swift first cmeltided tte e^fapii wltlr 
were, " Saltern ut sciat viator iaiifMteiiAis, qaaUflit umH^ iMItE 
ductoris cioeres delitesceos.** JKi . 
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CASSINtIS AND PETER, 



A TRAGICAL ELEGY. 1731. 



Two college sophs of Cambridge growUi, 
Both special wits, and lovers both, 
Confcniog as thej usM to meet 
On love, aod books, and rapture sweet; 
(Miiae, &id me names to fit my metres 
I Ca-lDU. thi8.au* t'other Peter) 
Friend Peter, to Casdnusgoes, 
To chat awhile, and warm hb nose ; 
But such a sight was never seen, 
. The lad lay swallow 'd up in spleen. 
He seemM as just crept out of bed ; 
One greasy stocking round his head, 
The other he sat down to darn 
With threads of different coloured yamji 
His breeches torn, exposing wide 
A ra^ed shirt and tawny hide. 
;ScorchM were his shins, his legs were bare^ 
But well embrownM with dirt and hair. 
A rug was o'er his shoulders thrown, 
(A nig, for nightgown he had none) 
' iBIfi jwdan stood in manner fitting 
Between his legs to iqpe w or spit in $ 
{Cb uicient pipe, in sable dj'd, 
And half unsmok'd, lay by hisside^ 
Him thus accoutred Peter found, 
'^ith eyes in smoke and weeping drowaM^ 
The leavings of his last night's pot 
On embers plac'd, to drink it hot. 
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Why, Cassy, thou wilt dose thy pate :. 
What makes thee lie abed so late ? 
The finch, the lioDet, aud the thrush, . 
Their matius chaut in every bush : 
Aud I have heard thee oft salute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven send thou hast not got the hyps ! 
How ! not a word come from thy Jips ? 

Then ^ave him some familiar thumps ^ 
A college joke, to cure the dumps. 

The swain at last, with grief opprest, 
Cry'd, Cselia ! thrice, and sigh'd the rest; 

Dear Cassy, though 4:o ask I dread) 
Yet ask I naust — Is Caelia dead ? 

} 

How happy I, were that the worst. 
But I was fated to be curst ? 

Come, tell us, has she play'd the whore ? * 

O, Peter, would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her sandy locks ! 
Say, has the small or greater pox 
Sunk down her nose, or seam'd her face ? 
Be easy, 'tis a common case. ^ 

O, Peter ! beauty's but a varnish, 
Which time and accidents will tarnish : 
But Cselia has contriv'd to blast 
Those beauties that might ever last. 
Nor can imagination guess, 
Nor eloquence divine express, 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My purest passion has betray 'd : 
Conceive the most envenom'd dart 
To pierce an injur'd lover's heart. 

Why, hang her ; though she seem so coy, 
I know she loves the barber's boy. 
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Friend Peter, this I could excuse, 
For ever}^ nymph has leave to choose p 
, Nor have I reason to complain, 
She loves a more deserving swain. 
But, oh ! how ill hast thou divin'd 
A critne, that shocks all hmnaokiud f 
A deed unkhow to female race, 
At which the sun should hide his fac« : 
Advice in vain you would apply- 
Then leave ine to. despair and die» 
Te kind Arca4iu», on my nra 
These elegies and sonnets bura ; 
And on the marble ffrs.'re these rhymes^ 
A monument to aftertimes-— 
^ Here Cassy Kes, by Caelia slaio^ 
And dying never told his pain." 

Vain empty world, farewell. Bui hari^ 
The loud Cerbtrian triple bark : 
And there — ^behold Alecto stand, 
A whip of scorpions in her hand : 
Lo, Charon, from his leaky wherrj 
iSeckoning to waft me o'er the ferry* 
I come ! I come ! Meduea see 
Her serpents' hiss direct at me« 
Begone ; unhand me, hellish &y ; 
•* Avaunt — je cannot say 'tis I."* 

Dear Cassy, thou must purge and bleed ; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 
But now, by friendship's sacred lawi^ 
I here conjure thee, teU the cause; 
And Cffilia's horrid ikct relate : 
Thy friend would gladly sbsure thy fat^ 
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To force it out, mj heart must rend : 
Yet wheo conjur'd by such a friend — 
Think, Peter, how my soul is rack'd ! 
These eyes, these eyes, beheld the fact. 
I^ow bend thine ear, since out it must ; 
But, \¥hen thou seest me laid in dust. 
The secret thou shalt ne'er impart, 
"Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart ; 
(How would her virgin seul bemoan 
A crime to all her sex unknown !) 
JN"or whisper to the tattling reeds 
The blackest of all female deeds j 
Nor blab it on the lonely roeks, 
Where Echo sits, and listening mocks r 
Nor let the Zephyr's treacherous gale y^^ 

Through Cambridge waft the direful talc : 
Nor to the chattering feather'd race 
Discover Cselia's foul disgrace. 
But, if you fail, my spectre dread, 
Attending nightly round your bed— • 
And yet I dare cwifide in you ; 
So take ray secret, and adieu. 
No wonder how I lost my wits : 
Oh ! CjBlia, Ggelia, CseJia sb— ? 
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A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMPH 
GOING TO BED. 

WRITTEN FOR THE HONOUR OF THB FAIR BIX 

CoRiNNA, pride of Driiiy-lane, 
For whom uo shepherd sighs ia vaia ; 
Never did Covent-garden boast 
So bright a batter'd strolling toast ! 
No drunkeo rake to pick her up ; 
No cellar, where on tick to sup ; 
Returning at the midnight hour. 
Four stories climbing to her bower ; 
Then, seated on a three-legg'd chair. 
Takes off her artificial hair ; 
Now picking out a crystal eye. 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
Her eyebrows from a mouse's hide 
Stuck on with art on either side. 
Fulls off with care, and first displays 'eni, 
Then in a play book smoothly lays 'em. 
Now dextrously her plumpers draws, 
That serve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Untwists a Wire, and from her gums 
A set of teeth completely comes ; 
Fulls out the rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and,duwn they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely goddess 
Unlaces next her steel ribb'd bodice. 
Which, bikthe operator's skill, 
Press down the lumps, the hollows fill. 
Up goes her hand, and off she slips 
The bolsters that supply her hips, 
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With gentlest touch she next explorejs 
Her shankers, issues, runuing sores ; 
Elffects of many a sad disaster, 
And then to each applies a plaster : 
But must, before she goes to bed, 
Rub off the daubs of ivhite and red, 
And smooth the furrows in her front 
With greasy paper stuck upon't. 
She takes a bolus ere she sleeps ; 
And then between two blankets creeps^. 
With pains of love tormented lies ; 
Or, if she chance to close her eye8> 
Of Bridewell and the Compter dreama, 
And feels the lash, and faintly screams ; 
Or, by a faithless bully drawn, 
At some hedge-tavern lies in pawn ; 
Or to Jamaica seems transported 
Alone, and by no planter courted ; 
Or, near Fleet ditch's oozy brinks. 
Surrounded with a hundred stinks, 
Belated, seems on wafch to lie, 
And snap some cully passing by ; 
Or, struck with feai-, hef fancy runs 
On watchmen, constables, and duns, 
From whom she meets with frequent rubs; 
But never from religious clubs. 
Whose favour she is sure to find, 
Because she pays them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful sight ! 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked rat her plaster stole. 
Half eat, and dragged it to his hole. 
The crystal eye, alas ! was miss\l ; 
And puss had on her plompers p — ^ss'd. 
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A pigeoQ picked her issue-peas : 

And Shock her tresses fill'd with fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled plight, 
Must every morn her limbs unite. 
But how shall I desciibe her arts 
To re-collect the scatter'd parts ? 
Or show the anguish, toil, and pain, 
Of gathering up herself again ? 
The bashful Muse will never bear 
In such a scene to inteifere. 
Corinna, in the morning dizen'd, 
Who sees, will spew ; who smells, be poison'd 
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Of Chloe all the town has rung, 
By every size of poets sung : 
So beautiful a nymph a|^ars 
But once in twenty thousand years; 
By Nature ibrm'd with nicest care, 
And faultless to a single hair. . 
Her graceful mien, her shape, and face. 
Confessed her of no mortal race : 
And then so nice, and so genteel ; 
Such cleanliness from head to heel : 
No humours gross, or fronzy steams, 
No noisome whiffs, or sweaty streams^ 
Before, behind, above, below. 
Could from her taintless body flow ; 
Would so discreetly things dispose, 
None ever saw bes pluck a rose.. 
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Her dearest comrades never caught her 

Squat OD her hams, to make maid's water : 

You'd swear that so divine a creature 

Felt no necessities of nature. 

In summer had she walk'd the town, 

Her armpits would not stain her gown : 

At country-dances not a nose 

Could in the dogdays smell her toes. 

Her milkwhite hands, both palms and backfi 

Like ivory dry, and soft as wax. 

Her hands, the softest ever felt» 

Though cold would burn, though dry would me{^ 

Dear Venus, bide this wondrous maid» 
Nor let her loose to spoil your trade. 
While she engrosses every swaiu^ 
You but o'er half the world can reign. - 
Think what a case all men are now in, 
What ogling, sighing, toasting, vowing ! 
What powder'd wigs! what flames and darts ( 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts ! 
What swordknots ! what poetic strains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes I 

But Strephon sigh'd^so l^||h and strong; 
He blew a settlement along ; 
And.l}ravely drove hb rivals down 
With coach and six, and bouse in town. 
The bashful nymph no more withstands^ 
because her dear papa commands. 
The charming couple now unites ; 
Proceed we to the mai-riage rites. 

Imprindsy at tl^ temple porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming torch : 
The smiling Cypnan Goddess brin^ 
Her kdani loves wilb purple vingpi: 
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And pigeons billing, sparrows treading, 
Fair emblems of a fruitful ti edding. 
Tlie Muses next in order follow, 

' Conducted by their squire, Apollo : 
Then Mercury with silver tongue ; 
And Hebe, goddess ever young. 
Behold, the bridegroom and his bride, 
Walk hand in hand ; and side by side ; 
She, by the tender Graces dress'd. 
But he, by Mars, in scarlet vest. 
The nymph was cover'd with her Jlammeunj^ 
And Phoebus sung th' epithalamium. 
And last, to make the matter gurc. 
Dame Juno brought a priest demure. 
Luna was absent on pretence 
Her time was not till nine months hence^ 
The rites perform'd, the parson paid, 

^ In state return'd the grand parade ; 
With loud huzzas from all the boys, 

^ That now the pair must crown their joys. 
But still the hardest part remains : 
Strephon had long perplex'd his braiofl;, 
How with so higflk nyfbph he might 
Demean himself the wedding-night t 
For, as he view'd his person round. 
Mere mortal flesh was all he found : 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, and feet^ 
Were duly wash'd, to keep them sweet f 
With other parts that shall be- nameless. 
The ladies else might think me shameless. 
The weather and his love were hot ; 
And, should he struggle, I know what — 
Why, let it go, if I must tell it— 
He'll sweat, and theq the nymph may snueU it; 



\< 
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While she, a goddess dy'd in grain, 

Was unsusceptible of stain, 

And, Venus like, her fragrant skin 

ExhaVd ambrosia from ^'ithin. 

Can such a deity endure 

A moftal human touch impure ? 

How did the humbled swain detest 

His prickly be?ird, and hairy breast ! 

His nightcap, border'd round with lace, 

Could give no softness to his face. 

Yet, if the goddess could be kind, 
What endless raptures must he find ! 
And goddesses have now and then 
Come down to visit mortal men ; 
To visit and to court them tt»o : 
A certain goddess, God knows who, 
(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took Colonel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he should lose his life ^ 
By venturing on his heavenly wife ! 
(For Strephon could remember well, 
That once he heard a schoolboy tell, 
How Semele, of mortal tace, 
By thunder died in Jove's embrace.) 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning shot from Chloe's eyes ! 

While tnese reflections fill'd his head. 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He follow'd, stripp'd, and in he crept, ^ 
But awfully his distance kept. 

Novf " ponder well, ye parents dear ;" 
Forbid your daughtere guzzling beer j 
And make them every afternoon 
Ferfoear their tea, or drink it soon ; 
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That, ere to bed they venture up. 
They may discharge it every sup ; 
If not, they must iu evil plight 
Be often forc'd to rise at night. 
Keep them to ii^holesome food confio'dj 
Nor let them taste what causes wind : 
'Tis this the sage of Samos means, 

-Forbidding his disciples beans. 
O ! think what eVils must ensue ; 
Miss Moll the jade will bum it blue : 
And, when she once has got the art^ 
She cannot help it for her heart ; 
But out it flies, e'en when she meets 
Her bridegroom in the wedding-sheets. 
Carminative and diuretic 
Will damp all passion sympathetic : 
And Love such nicety requires. 
One blast will put out all his fii^es. 

. Since husbands get behind the scene. 
The wife should study to be clean ; 
Nor give the smallest room to gue» 
The time when wants of nature press ; 
But after marriage practise more 
Decorum than she did before ; 
To keep her spouse deluded still. 
And make him fancy what she will. 
In bed we left the married pair : 
'Tis time to show how things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told 
That fortune still assists the bold, 
Resolv'd to make the first attack ; 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 
How could a nymph so chaste as Chloc; 
With constitution cold and snowy. 
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Permit a brutish roan to touch her ? 
E'en Iambs bj instinct Qy the butcher. 
Resistance on the wedding-night 
Is what our maidens claim by right : 
And Chloe, 'tis bj all agreed, 
Was maid in thought, in word, and deed. 
Tet some assign a different reason; 
That Strephon chose no proper season. 

Say, fair ones, must I make a pause. 
Or freely tell the secret cause ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I speak^ 
Had now constrained the nymph to leak. 
This point must needs be settled first : 
The bride must either void or burst; 
Then see the dire effects of pease ; 
Think what can give the colic ease. 
The nymph oppressed before, behind. 
As ships are toss'd by waves and mii4» 
Steals out her hand, by nature led. 
And brings a vessel into bed ; 
Fair utensil, as smooth and white 
As Chloe's skin, almost as bright. 

Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 
As from a mossy cliff distil. 
Cried out ! Ye Gods ! what sound is this ? 

Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe, ? 

But when he smelt a noisome steam. 
Which oft attends that lukewarm stieam : 
(Salerno both together joins, 
As sovereign medicines for the loins ;) 
And though contrived, we may suppose. 
To slip his ears, yet struck his nose : 
He found her, while the scent increased, 
As mortal as himself at least. 
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But soon, ii'ith like occasions press'd, 
He boldly sent his hand in quest. 
(Inspir'd with courage from his bride) 
To reach the pot on t'other side : 
And, as he fill'd the reeking vase, ^ 

Let fly a rouser in her face. 

The little Cupids hovering round, 
(As piotures prove, with garlands crown'd) 
AbashM at what they saw and heard, 
Flew Oil^ n6r ever more app^ar'd. 

Adieu to ravishing delights, 
High raptures, and romantic flights ; 
To goddesses so heavenly sweet, 
Expiring shepherds at their feet ; 
To silver meads and shady bowers, 
Dress'd up with amaranthine flowers. 

How great a change ! how quickly made I 
They learn to call a spade a spade. 
They soon from all constraint are freed ; 
Can see each other do their need. 
On box of cedar sits the wife, 
And makes it warm for dearest life ; 
And, by the beastly way of thinking, 
Find great society in stinking. 
"Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homeliest strains ; 
And Chloe, more expc^rienc'd grown, 
With interest pays him back his own, 
Ko maid at court is less ashamed, 
Howe'er for selling bargains fam'd, 
Than she to name her parts behind, 
Or when abed to let out wind. 

Fair Decency, celestial roaid ! 
Descend from Heaven to Beauty'9 aid ! 



STREPHON AND CHLOE. 241 

Though Beauty may beget desiie. 
'Tis thou must faa the Lover's fire : 
For Beauty, like supreme domimoq, 
Is best supported by Opioion f 
If Decency briug no supplies^ 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 

To see some radiant nymph appear 
In all her glittering birth-day gear, 
You think some goddess from the sky 
Descended, ready cut and dry t 
But, ere you sell yourself to laughter, 
Consider veil what may come after ; 
For fine ideas vanish fast. 
While all the gross and filthy last. 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Chloe stole your heart away. 
Had you but through a cranny spy'd 
On house of ease your future brid^, 
In all the postures of her face, 
Which nature gives in such a case ; 
Distortions, groanings, strainings, heavings, 
'Twere better you had lick'd her leavii^^ 
Than from e^cperience find too late 
Your goddess grown a filthy mate. 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you saw, and what you smelt ; 
Would still the same ideas give ye. 
As when you spy*d her on the privy ; 
And, spite of Chloe's charms divine, 
Your heart had been as whole as mine.^ 

Authorities, both old and recent, 
Direct that women must be decent ; 
And from the spouse each blemish hide;, 
More than from all the world bende. 

VOL. XI. L 
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Unjustlj all otir nymphs complain 
Tlieir empire holds so short a reign ; 
Is, after marriage, lost so soon, 
It hardly holds the honey-moon : 
For, if they keep not what they caught, 
It is entirely their own fault. 
They take possession of the crown, 
And then throw all their weapons down : 
Though^ by the politician's scheme, 
Whoe'er arrives at power supreme. 
Those arts, by which at first they gain it^ 
They still must practise to maintain it. 

What various ways our females take 
To pass for wits before a rake ! 
And in the fruitless search pursue 
All other methods but the true ! 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books against theu* Savidtur; 
Some call it witty to reflect 
On every natural defect ; 
Some show they never want explaining^ 
To comprehend a double meaning. 
But sure a telltale out of school 
Is of all wits the greatest fool ; 
Whose rank imagination fills 
Her heart, and from her lips distils ; 
You'd tlijnk she utterM from behind. 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handsome wife ador'd 
By every coxcomb but her lord ? 
From yonder puppetman inquire, 
Who wisely hides his wood and wire / 
Shows Sbeba's queen completely drest^ , 
^ 4LQd Solomon in royal vest : 
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Bat view them litterM on the ikwr, 

Or strung on pegs behind the tkior ; 

Ptanch 18 exactly of a piece 

l¥]th Lorrain*8 duke, and pnnce of Gi^ece. 

A prudent builder should forecast 
How long the stuff is like to ladt ; ' 
And careiully observe the gtound, 
To build on some foundation tound. 
tf^hat house, when its materials crumble, 
Must not IneTitably tumble ? 
What edifice can long endure 
RafoM on a basis unsecure ? ' 
Rash mortals^ ere jou take a wife, 
Contrive your pile to last for life : ^ 

Since beauty scarce endures a day, 
And youth so swiftly glides away ; 
Why will you mafe yourself a bubble. 
To build on sand with hay and stubble ? 

On sense and wit yoiir passion found, 
By decency cemented round; 
Let prudence with good nature strive. 
To keep esteem and love alive. 
Then, come old age whene'er it will. 
Tour friendship shall continue still : 
And thus a mutual gentle fire 
Shall never but with life expire. 
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APOLLO ; OR, A PROBLEM SOLVED. 1731. 

Apollo, god of light and wit, 
Could verse in^ire, but seldom writ ; 
Refin'd all metals' with his looks, 
As well asdrfmists by their booksi 
As handsowe as my lady's page ; 
Sweet five-aud-tweuty was his age. 
His wig was made of sunny rays, 
fie crown'd his youdifiil head with bays; 
Not all the court of Heaven could show 
So nite and so complete a beau. 
No heir upon his first appearance. 
With twenty thousand pounds a year relets, 
£'er drove, before he sold his land. 
So fine a coach along the Stuand ; 
The spokes, we are by Ovid told, 
Were silver, and the asle gold : 
I own, 'twas but a coach and four. 
For Jupiter allows no more. 

Tet, with his beauty, wealth, and parts. 
Enough to win ten thousand hearts. 
No vulgar deity above 
Was so unfortunate in love. 

Three weighty causes were assigned. 
That mov'd the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine Muses always waiting round him^ 
He left them virgins as he found them. 
His singing was another fault ; 
For he could reach to Bia alt ; 
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Aod, by the sentiments of Pliny, 
Such singers are like Nicolini* 
At last, the point was fully clear'd; 
In short, Apdlo had no beard. 
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All folks, who pretend to religion and grace, 
Allow there's a Kji^ but dispute of the place : 
But, if Hell may by logical rules be defin'd 
The place of the damn'd — ^I'll tell you my mind. 
Wherever the damn'd do chiefly abound. 
Most certainly there is Hbll to be found : 
Damn'd poets, damn'd critics, damn'd blockheads^ 

damn'd knaves^ . 
Damn'd senators brib'd, damn'd prostitute slaves ; 
Damn'd lawyers and judges^ damn'd lords and damn'd 

squires ; 
Damn'd spies and informers^ damn'd friends^ and damn'd 

liars; 
Damn'd villainy corrupted in every station ; 
Damn'd timeserving priests all over the nation;. 
And into the bargain I'U readity give you 
Damn'd ignorant prelates and oounselkMS privy. 
Then let us no longer by parsons be flamm'd. 
For we know by these marks the place of the damnM ; 
And Hell to be sure is at Paris or Rome. 
How happy for us that it is not at home I 
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With a whirl of thought oppress'd^ 
I suDk from reverie to rest 
A horrid vision seized mj head, 
I saw the graves give up their dead f 
Jove^ arm'd Irith terrors, bursts the skiei^ 
And thunder roars, and lightning flies ! 
Amaz'd, confused, its fate unknown. 
The world stands trembling at his throne ! 
While^each pale sinner hung his head, 
Jove, nodding, shook the heavens, and said*: 
** Offending race of human kind, 
By nature, reason, learning, blind ; 
Tou who, through frailty, stepped aside ; 
And you who never fell frc«n pride : 
Tou who in different sects were shamm'^ 
And come to see each other damnM : 

« 

(So some folk told you, but they knew 
No more of Jove's designs than you) 
— The worid's mad business now is o'er. 
And I I'esent these pranks no moi*e. 
—I to such blockheads set ray wit ! 
I damn such fools ! — Go, go, you're bit'' 



* This Poem was first printed (from the Deaa*8 MS.) in a letter 
from Lord Chesterfield addressed to Mr. Voltaire, dated August 27, 
1752. N. 
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By the just vengeance of incensed skies^ 
Poor bishop Judas late repenting dies. 
The Jews engag'd him with a paltiy bribe, 
Amounting hardly to a crOA?n a tribe ; 
Which though liis conscience forced him to restore, 
(And, parsons tell us, no man can do more) 
Yet, through despair, of God and man accurst. 
He lost his bishopric, and hang'd or burst. 
Those former ages differed much from this ; 
Judas betray'd his master with a kiss : 
But some have kiss'd the Gospel fifty times, 
Whose perjury's the least of all their crimes ; 
Some who can perjure through a two-inch board, 
Yet keep their bishoprics, and 'scape the cord : 
Like hemp, which, by a skilful spinster drawn 
To slender threads, may sometimes pass for lawn. 

As ancient Judas by transgression fell. 
And burst asunder ere he went to Hell ; 
So could we see a set of new IsCariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots ; 
Each modern Judas perish like the first, 
Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burst ; 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty face;,' 
To cry, " Lo ! Judas gone to his own place. 
His habitation let all men forsake. 
And let his bishopric another take V* 
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How could you, Gay, disp^ce the Mu8e*8 train, 
To serve a tasteless court twelve years in vain If 
Fain would I think our female friend} sincere, 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, possessed her ear. 
Did female virtue e'er so high ascend, 
To lose an inch of favour for a fiiend ? 

Say, had the court no better place to choose 
For thee, than make a drynurse of thy Muse ? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been sold, 
To squire a royal girl of two years old ; 
In leading strings her infant steps to guide, 
Or with her go-cart amble side by side ! 

But princely Douglas, and his glorious dame, 
Advanced thy fortune, and preserved ihj fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be misapply 'd, 
When o^er your patron's treasure you preside : 
The world shall own, his choice was wise and just, 
For sons of Phoebus never break their trust. 

Not love of beauty less the heart inflames 
Of guardian eunuch's to the sultan's dame% 
Their passions not more impotent and cold> 
Than those of poets to the lust of gold. 
With Psan's purest fire his favourites glow, 
The dregs will serve to ripen ore below; 



* The Dean, having been told by an intimate friend, that thedake 
of Queensberry had employed Mr. Gay to inspect the acooaoti and 
management of bis grace^s receivers and stewards (which however 
liroved to be a mistake) wrote this Epistle to his (Hend. JI. 

t See the libel on Dr. Delany and Lord Carteret. H* 

i The ceantessofSaflfollr. H. 
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His meanest work : for, had he thou^t it fit. 
That wealth should be the apfmoage of wit. 
The god of light could ne'er have been so Mind 
To deal it to the worst of humankind. 

But let me now, for I can do it well, 
Tour conduct in this new employ foretel : 

And first: to make myobserration ri^t, 
I place a statesman fiill before my sight, 
A bloated minister in i^ his gear. 
With shameless visage and perfidious Jeer; 
Two rows of teeth arm eadi devouring jaw, 
And ostrich-like his aU^gestmg maw. 
My fancy drags this monst^ to my view. 
To show the world his chJef reverse in you* 
Of loud unmeaning sounds a rapid flood 
Rolls from his mouth in plenteous streams of raodf 
With these the court and senate house he plies^ 
Made up <^ noise, and impudence, and lies. 

Now let me show how Bob and y«m agree : 
You serve a potent prince, as well as he* 
The ducal coffers, trusted to yoiur charge, 
Your honest care may fiU, perhaps enlaige r 
His vassels easy, and the owner blest ; 
They pay a trifle, and enjoy the rest 
Not so a nation's revenues are paid : 
The servant's faults areoji^e master laid. 
The people with a sigh their- taxes bring ; 
And, curaing Bob^ £nrgef to bless the kii^. 

Next heark^ Gay, to what thy ehaige reqube^ 
With servants, tenants, and the oeighbettring squirak 
LiCt dl domestics feel your gentle sway ; 
Nor bril>e,lD8uk, nor flatter, nor betray. 
liet due reward to merit be aUow'd $ 
Nor with yoiir kindred half Ibe fwliiM ciewd^ 
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Nor tidnk Toonelf secure in doing wrong. 
By telling noses with a party strong. 

Be rich ; but of jour wealth make no parade 
At least, before your master's debts are paid ^ 
Nor in a palace, built with charge immense, 
Fresume to treat him at his own expense. 
Each farmer in the neighbourhood can count 
To what your lawful perquisites amount. 
The tenants poor, the hardness of the times, 
Are ill excuses for a servant's crimes. 
With interest, and a (Nremium paid beside, 
The master's {nressiug yrants must be supplied ; 
With hasty zeal behold the steward come 
By his own credit to advance the sum ; 
Who^ while th' unrighteous Mammon is his iriend« 
May well conclude his power will never end; 
A faithful treasurer ! what could he do more ? 
He lends my lord what was my lord's before. 

The law so strictly guards the monarch's healtb^ 
That no physician dares prescribe by stealth; 
The council sit ; approve the doctor's sldll; 
And give advice, before he gives the pill: 
But the state empiric acts a safer part ; 
And, while he poisons, wins the roy^l heart. 

But how can I describe the ravenous breed ? 
Then let me now by n^atives proceed : 

Suppose your lord a trusty servant send 
On weighty business to some neighbouring friend t 
Presume not. Gay, unless you serve a drone, 
To countermand his orders by your own: 

Should some imperious neighbour sink the boat% 
And drain the fish-ponds, while your master dotes : 
Shall he upon the ducal rights inti'edch, 
9ec«aseh9 brib'xi yoa with a brace of teucb? 
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^or from your lord his bad condition faid^ 
To feed his luxuiy, or sooth his pride: 
I^or at an underrate his timber sel], 
And with an oath assure him, all is well ; 
Or swear it rotten ; and with humble airs 
Request it of him to complete your stairs ; 
Nor, when a mortgage lies on half his lands, 
Come with a purse of guineas in your hands. 

Have Peter Waters always in your mind; 
That rogue, of genuine ministerial kiad, 
Can half the peerage by his arts bewitch. 
Starve twenty lords to make one scoundrel rich : 
And, when he gravely has undone a score. 
Is humbly pray'd to loiin twenty more. 

A dexHrous steward, when his tricks are fouocH 
Hushmoney sends to all the neighbours round ; 
His master, unsuspicious of his pranks. 
Pays all the cost, and gives the villain thanks; 
And, should a friend attempt to set him rig;ht. 
His lordship would impute it all to &pite ; 
Would love his favourite better than before, 
And trust his honesty ju§t so much more. 
Thus families, like realms, with equal fate. 
Are sunk by premier ministers. of state. 

Some, when an heir succeeds, go boldly on. 
And, as they robb'd the father, rob the son. 
A knave, who deep embroils his lord's affairs^ 
Will soon grow necessary to his heirs. 
His policy consists in setting traps, 
In finding ways and means, and stopping gaps ; 
He knows a thousand tricks whene'er he please, 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each disease. 
In either case, an equal chance is run ; 
For, keep or turn him out, my ford's undone. 
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Too want a hmd to dear • filthy siiik ; 

Ko cleanly workman can endure the atinlu 

A ttrong dilemma in a desperate case ! 

Toact ^th iufoaiy, or quit the^aee. 
A bungler thus, who scarce the nail can hit, 

With driving wrong will make the pannei split: 

Nor dares an abler workman undertake 

Tq drive a second, lest the whole should break . 
In every court the parallel will hdd;^ 

And king?, like private folks, are bought and sold. 

The ruling rc^ue, who dreads to t)e casbier'd, 

Contrives, as he is hated, to be feer'd: 
Confounds accounts, perplexes all affairs : 

For vengeance more emkvoils, than skill repairs. 
So robbeni(aod thehr ends are just the same) 
To 'scape inquiries^ leave the house in flame. 

I knew a brazen minister of state, 
Who bore for twice ten years the public bate: 
In every mouth the question most in vdgue 
Was, when will they turn out this odious rogue ? 
A juncture happened in his highest pride : 
While he went robbiDg oa^ old master died. 
We thought there now remain'd ntf room to doubt f 
His work is done, the niinist^ must out 
The court invited more than one or two: 
Will you, Sur Spencer ? or, Will you, or you? 
But not a soul his office durst accept ; 
The subtle knaje had all the [Sunder swept : 
And, such was (hen the temper of the times^t 
He ow'd his preservation to his crimes. 
The candidate observ'd his dirty paws ; 
ISTor found it difficult to guess the cause : 
But, when they smelt such foul ctunruptionB leoadbil^ 
Awv^ they fled, and left him as thqr loimd Una. 
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Thusi wbea a greedy sloven once baa throwa 
[is soot into the mess> 'tis all his own. 
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Old Latimer [^reaching did faariy describe 
L bishppy vbo ruFd aU the rest of his tribe; 
Vnd who is this bishop ? and where does he dwell ^ 
Why truly 'tis Satan, archbishop of HelL 
bid He was a primate, and He wore a mitre 
surrounded with jewels of sulphur and nitre, 
low nearly this bishop our bishops resembles I 
But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles^ 
I!ould you see his grim grace, for a pound to a penuy^ 
rou'd swear it must be the baboon of Kilkenny : 
Poor Satan wiU think the comparison odious; 
[ wish I could find him out one more commodious^ 
But, this I am sure, the most reverend old dragoa 
Eias got on the bench many bishops suffragan; 
ind all men believe he resides there incog. 
To give them by turns an invisible Jog. 

Our bishops, puft up with wealth and with pride^ 
Po Hell on the backs of the clei^y would ride.. 
Phey mounted and labour'd with whip and with spur^ 
In vain — for the devil a parson would stir. 
So the commons uuhors'd them ; and this was their 

doom, 
On their crosiers to ride, like awitcb on a broom» 



* Occasioned by their endeavooring to get an act to divide the- 
ehurch-livoigsj which bill ^at rejected by the Irish hoiueof comi' 
P. . 
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Thoojilh they gi^l<>p'd bo fast, on the road you 11117 .fiad 

'em, ' X 

And have left us but three out of twenty behind *eii|. 
Lord Bolton's good grace, L<»:d Carr, and Ijord How- 
ard,* 
In spite of the devil would still be- untoward : 
Th^ came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions should beg at their d^m*. 

When Christ was betray'd to Pilate the prsetor, . 1^ 
Of a dozen apostles but one proved a traitor : 
One traitor alone, and faithful- eleven ; • > 

But we can aiBbrd you six traitors in seven. 
What a clutter with clippinp, dividings, and cleif>> 
ings! 
And the clergy forsooth must take up with their leav- 

' ings. 
If making divisions was all their intent, 
TheyVe doiie it, we thank them, but not as they meaDt; 
And so may such bishops. for ever divide, 
. That no honest heathen would be on their side. 
How should we rejoice, if, like Judas the first. 
Those splitters of parsons in sunder should burst ! 

Now hear an allusion : — ^A mitre, you^ know, 
Is divided above, but united below. 
If this you consider our emblem is right ; 
The bisiiops divide, but the clergy unite. 
Should the bottom be split, our bishops would dread 
That the mitre would never stick fast on their head: 
• And yet they have learnt the chief art of a soverefgn^ 
As Machiavel taught them, ^ divide, and ye govera.** 
But courage, my lords, though it cannot be ssod 
That one cloven tongue eifer sat on your head ; 

* Dr. Tbeopbilui BoItoB . vas arcfabishop of QasheU firon 179 H 
1744; Dr. Charles Clirr bishop of Killaloe from 1716 to 1130; tfl 
I>r.RohaiH<maTd\A^^QCEIpMihlh)mna0to'l74O, If. 
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1 Md jou a groat (and I wish I/cou1d see't) 

your stockings were oiT, you could show cloven feet. 

But hold, cry the bishops, and give us fair play ; 

che you condenm us, hear what we can say. 

fliat truer affections could ever be shown, 

Ittn saving your souls by damning our own ? 

jod have we not practised all methods to gain you ; 

fkhthe tithe of the tithe of the tithe to maintain you;.. 

!ira?ided a fund for building your spittals ? 

Ifn are only to live four years without victuals. 

Content, my good lords; but let us change hands; 
Rnt take you our tithes, and give us your lands. 
b God bless the Church and three of our mitres ; 
Aod^God bless the Commons, for biting the biters. 
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ADDRESSED TO kuJUPHBY FRENCH, ESa."*" 



liATE LORD HATOR OF DUBLIN.. 

Patron of the tuneful throng, 

! too nice, and too severe ! 
Think not, that my country song 

Shall displease thy honest ear. 
Chosen strains I proudly bring, 
/ Which the Muses, sacred choir ! 
When they gods and heroes sipg. 

Dictate to th' harmonious lyre. 
Ancient Homer, princely bard ! 

Just precedence still maintains ; 

» Qrisioan^umexed to the Prcsbyteriautf ?Ve«L olNl«VuV^^ '^^ 
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With Mcrad nptare Btfll are heiid 
~ TbdMH) Pindar's Idlj sUndok 
StiU theoldtriiuiiphaQt aoofc, 

Wliich, whai hated tyrants £eIV 
Great Aksus boldly sung, 

Wamsy iBsteiie^ aad pleases weB^ 
Karluui Time's all dariteoii^fhadft 

In obscure oblivioA pvess'd 
What AnaereoD laugVd nad play'd; 

Oay AnafireoD, dniDkea psiest t 
6eiitle Sappho, loTe-siek, muse, 

Wamn the heart withamosooB fitef 
StiU her tenderest notes infuse 

Melting rapture, scf t desire. 
Beauteous Helen, young and gay. 

By a painted fopling won, 
Went not first, fair nymph, astray. 

Fondly pleasM to be undone.. 
Fo^ young Teucer's slaughtering bow^ 

Nor bold Hector^s dreadlfil sword^ 
^one, the terrors of the foe» 

Sow'd- the fidd with hostile blood. 
Many valiant chlefis of old 

Greatly lived and died, before 
Agamemnon, Grecian bold. 

Waged the ten years famous war» 
But their names, unsung,^ unwept 

Unrecorded, lost, and gone, 
Long in endless night have dept^ 

. And shall now no more be hnowiu 
Virtue, which the poet's care 

Has not weU -cousign'd to fanie^ 
lilies, as in the sepuklne - 

Some dd king without 8 Qam^ 
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But, O Humphry, great and. free, 

While mj tuneful songs are read, 
Old forgetful Time on thee 

Dark oblivion ne'er shall spread. 
When the deep-cut notes shall fade 

On the mouldeiiog Parian stone, 
On the bra£s no more be read 

The perishing inscription. 
Forgotten all the enemies, 

Envious G ^n's cursed spite, 

And P ^I's derogating Ucs, 

Lost and sunk in Stygian night 
Still thy labour and thy care. 

What for Dublin thou hast done. 
In full lustre shall appear. 

And outshine th' unclouded sun. ' 
Large thy mind, and not untried, 

For Hibernia now doth stand, 
Through the calm, or raging tide. 

Safe conducts the ship to land. 
Falsely we call the rich man great. 

He is only so that knows, 
His plentiful or small estate 

Wisely to enjoy 'and use. 
He, in wealth or poverty. 

Fortune's power alike defies; 
And falsehood and dishonesty 

More than death abhors and flies ; 
Flies from death ! No, meets it brave. 

When the suffering so severe 
May from dreadful bondage save 

Clients, inends, or country dear. 
This the sovereign man, eomplete; 

Hero; patriot; gloriouB; free; 
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Bich and vise ; and good and great; 
^ Generous Humphry, thou art he. 



ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT.* 

WRITTEN IN NOVEMBER, 1731. 

Occasioned hj reading the following Maxim io Rochi- 
FOUCAVLT, '' Dans Fadversite de uos meilleurs aiuis, 
nous trouvons toujours quelque chose, que ne nous 
d^platt pas.'' 

'* In the adversity of our best friends, we always find sometMog tli2( 

does not displease us.^^ 

As Rochefoucalt his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe them true : 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him ; thejault is in mankind. 

* These rer&es have undergone, perhaps, a stranger revolatioa, 
than anj other part of the Dean*s writings. A manifestly spuriooi 
copy, containing 201 lines, under the title of ** The Life and Cha- 
racter of Dr. SwiFT,^^ appeared at Lrmdon, in April 1733 ; of which 
the Dean complained heavily, in a letter lo Mr. Pope, dated May 1 ; 
and, notwithstanding Swift acknowledged in that Letter he had writ- 
ten ** a poem of near 500 lines upon the same maxim of Rocbefoo- 
f:ault, and was a long time about it,*' many readers have supposed 
(not attrnding to the circumstance of there being tjvo poems on the 
Bulgect) that the Dean disclaimed the Verses on his own Death. The 
genuine verses having been committed to the care of the celebrated 
author of ** The Toast,*' an edition was printed, in 1738-9, in which 
more than 100 lines were omitted. Dr. King assigned many judicious 
reasons (thougli some of them were merely temporary and prudential) 
for the mutilations : but they were so for from satisfying D r. Swift, 
that a complete edition was immediately printed by Faullmer, with 
the Dean's express permission. The poem, as it now ataods in tldi 
y collection, is agreeable to Mr. Faulkner'i copy. N. 
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This maxim more than all the rest 
Is thought too base for human breast: 
*' In all distresses of our friends, ;< 

We first consult our private ends 5 
While Nature kindly bent to ease us, 
Points out some circumstance to please us;" 

If thifr perhaps your patience rooye^ 
Liet reason and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equals rais'd above our size. 
Who would not at a crowded show 
Stand high himself, keep othei's low? 
I love my friend as well as you : 
But why should he obstruct my view ! 
Then let me have the higher post ; 
Suppose it but an inch at most. 
If in a battle you should find 
One, whom you love of all mankind, 
Had some heroic action done, 
A champion kill'd, or trophy won ; 
Rather than thus be overtopp'd. 
Would you not wish his laurels cropp'd:? 
Dear honest Ned is in the gout. 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without : 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 
How glad, the case is not your own I 

What poet would not grieve to see 
His brother write as well as he ? 
But, rather than they should excel, 
Would wish his rivals all in Hell ? 

Her end when Emulation misses. 
She turns to Envy ; stings, and hisses : 
The strongest friendship yields to pride^ 
Unless the odds be on our side* 
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7ain hamankind ! fantastic race t 

Thy various follies who can trace ? 

Self- love, ambition, envy, pride, 

Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others riches, power, and station^ 

'Tis all on me a usurpation. 

I have no title to aspire ; 

Yet, when you sink, I seem the higher^ 

In Pope I cannot read a line. 

But with a sigh I wish it mine : 

When he can in one couplet fix 

More sense than I can do in six; 

It g:ives me such a jealous fit, 

I cry, " Pox take him and his wit \^ 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay 

In my own humorous biting way. 

Arbuthnot is no more my friend. 

Who dares to irony pretend. 

Which I was born to introduce, 

Refio'd it first, and show'd its use. 

St John, as well as Pulteney, knows 

That I had some, repute for prose ; 

And, till they drove me out of date. 

Could tnaul a minister of states 

If they have mortified my pride, 

And made me throw my pen aside f 

If with sudi talents Heaven has bless'd 'em^ 

Have I not reason to detest 'em? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, send 
Thy gifts ; but never to my friend : 
I tamely can endiu*e the first : 
But this with envy makes me burst. 

Thus much may serve by way <^pioeiDi 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 
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The time k not remote, when I 
Must by tibe coune of nature die ? 
When, I fore8ee'ini7 special friends 
Will try to find their private ends : 
And though 'tis hardly understood 
WMch waj my death can do them good^ 
Yet thus, methinksf, I bear Ihem vpeA : 
^ See, how the Dean begins to bredLT 
Poor gentleman he droops apaoe ! 
Tou plainly find it in his face. 
That.old vertigo in his he^d 
Will never leave him, till he's dead. 
Besides, his memory decays : 
He recollects not what he says; 
He cannot call his friends to mind ; 
Forgets the place were last he dio'd f 
Flies you with stories o'er and o'er; 
He told them fifty times before. 
How does he fancy we can sit 
To hear his out«of-fashion wit ? 
But he takes up with younger folks, 
Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 
Faith ! he must make his stories shorter, 
Or change his comrades once a quarter : 
In half the time he talks them round, 
There must another set be found* 

'' For poetry, he's past his prime : 
He takes an hour to fijond a rhyme ; 
His fire is out, his wit decay'd. 
His fancy sunk, his Muse a jade. 
I'd have him throw away his pen ; — 
But there's no talking to some men !" 

And then their tenderness appears 
By adding largely to my y^ars : 
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^ He's older than he wouM be feckon'd. 
And well remembers Charles the Second. 
He hardly drinks a pint of wine ; 
And that, I doubt, is no good sign. 
His stomach too begins to fail : 
Last year we thought him strong and hale ; 
But now he's quite another thing : 
I wish he may hold out till spring !" 
They hug themselves, and reason thus : 
" It is not yet so bad with us !" 

In such a case, tlfey talk in tropes, 
And by their fears express their hopes. 
Some great misfortune to portend. 
No enemy can match a friend. 
With all the kindness they profess, 
The merit of a lucky guess 
(When daily howd ye's come of course, 
And servants answer " Worse and worse !") 
Would please them better, than to tell. 
That, " God be prais'd, the Dean is well,'' 
Then he, who prophesied the best, 
Approves his foresight to the rest : 
" You know I always fear'd the worst. 
And often told you so at first." 
Ile'd rather choose that I should die, 
Than his predictions prove a lie. 
Not one foretells I shall recover ; 
But all agree to give «e over. 

Yet, should some neiglibour feel a paia 
Just in the parts where I complain ; 
How *many a message would he send ! 
What hearty prayers that I should mend ! 

* He would send many a tnesmge is right : bat the ^lesiion k 
teems to destroy the unity or cdlective nature oC the idea; i 
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Inquire what regimen I kep«|| 
What gave me ease, and btiw I slept ? 
And more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the snivellers round oiji bed*' 

My good companions, never iear : 
For though you may mistake a year. 
Though your prognostics run too fast, 
They must be veiified at last. 

Behold the fatal day arrive t 
^' How is the Dean?"—" He's just alive." 
Now the departing prayer is read ; 
*' He hardly breathes"—" The Dean is dead." 

Before the passing bell begun, 
The news through half the town is run. 
** O ! may. we all for death prepare ! 
What has he left ? and who's his heu* ? 
I know no more than what the news is ; 
'Tis all bequeathed to public uses. 
To public uses ! there's a whim ! 
What had the public done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 
He gave it all — but first he died. 
And had the Dean, in all the nation, 
No worthy friend, no poor relation ? 
So ready to do strangers good, 
Forgetting his own flesh and blood !" 

Now Grubstreet wits are all employed j 
With elegies the town is cloy'd : 
Some paragraph in every paper, 
To curse the Dean, or bless the Drapier. 



lerefore it ought to have been expressed, if the measure would have 
(lowed it, without the article, iu the plural number, hott manjf mesn* 
el. LowTH. 



I 



\ 
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The doctonmiidi^er of their bae. 
Wisely oo me lay all the blame. 
*^ We must confeM^ his case was nice; 
But he would Beyer lake advice* 
Had he been iulVi» ifor aught appears, 
He might have livM these twenty yeuu; 
For, when weopen'd him, wefiamd, 
That all his vital parts we]« sound.'' 

From Dublin soon to London spread, 
^Tis told at court, ""the Dean is dead," 
AndLady Suffidk,* in the spleen, 
Sunslaughing up ^o tell the queen. 
The queen, so gradous, mild, and good. 
Cries, ^Isbegonel 'ds time he riioBkL 
He's dead, yon say; tfaenlet himrot; 
I'm 1^ the aedafat were forgot 
I promis'd him, I own; but when? 
I only was the princess then : 
But now, as consort of the king, ' 
Tou know, 'tis quite another thing;" 

Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's kvec^ 
Telb with a sneer the tidings heavy i 
^ Why, if he died without his shoes,'-' 
Cries Bob, *^rm sorry for the news: 
O, were the wretch but livii^ still. 
And in his place my good friend.WiUl 
Or had a mitre on his head* 
Frovided Bolingbroke were dead !" 

Now Curll bis shop from rubbish draissi 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remmnsi • 

* Met. Howard, at one time a fitvoorite witii liie Hesii. F. 

f Wlueh the Dean in xMn expected, in return fi>r a mall prtient 
he had sent to the princess. They were to be sent in four aionthi; 
but««Nw. SeealetterofBr. 8wift*ftDtiieeoHBtiiiorMbIk,dit* 
ed fr<nr. 21; 1730. N. 
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And then, to make diera pass the glibber, 
ReyisM by Tibbalds, Moore, and Gibber. 
Hell treat me as he does my betters. 
Publish mj will, my life, my letters; 
Revive tlie libels born to die ; 
Which Pope must bear, as well as t. 

Here shift the scene, to represent 
How those I love my death lament. 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, land Gay 
A week, and Aibuthnot a day. 

St. John himself will scarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 
The rest will give a shrug, and cry, 
** I'm sorry — but we all must die I" 

lodifTerence, clad in Wisdom's guise. 
All fortitude of mind supplies ; 
Por how can stony bowels melt 
In those who never pity felt ! 
When we are lash'd, they kiss the rod, 
Resigning to the will of God. 

The fools, my juniore by a year. 
Are tortured with suspense and fear; 
Who wisely thought my age a screen, 
When death approachM to stand between : 
The screen remov'd, tlicir hearts are tremblings ^ 
They mourn for me without dissembling. 

My female friends, whose tender hearts 
Have better learifHi to act theur parts, 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : 
'' The Dean is dead : (Pray what is trumps ?) 
Then, Lord have mercy on his soul ! 
(Ladies, I'll venture for the vole.) 
Six deans, they say, must bear the pdl^ 
(I wish I knew what king to ^ealL) 

t(^ XT* X 
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Madam, your husband will attend 
The fiineral of so good a friend. 
No, msidani, 'tis a shocking sight i 
And he's engagM to*morrow night : 
My Lady Club will take it ill, 
If he should fail her at quadrille. 
He lov'd the Dean — (I lead a heart,) 
But dearest friends, they say, must part. 
Hb time was come ; he ran his race ; 
We hope he's in a better place," 

Why do we grieve that friends should die ? 
No loss more easy to supply. 
One year is past ; a different scene ! 
No farther mention of the Dean ; 
Who now, alas ! no more is miss'd,. 
Than if he never did exist. 
Where's now the favourite of Apollo ? 
Departed : — and his works must follow ; 
Must undergo the common fate; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country squire to Lintot goes^ 
Inquires for Swift in verse and prose. 
« Says Lintot, ^ I have heard the name ; 
He died a year ago." — " The same." 
He searches all the shop in vain. 
** Sir, you may find them in Duck lane; 
I sent them, with a load of books, 
Last Monday to the pastry-cook's. 
To fancf they could live a year ! 
I find you're but a stranger here. 
The Dean was famous in his time. 
And had a kind of knack at rhyn^e. 
His way of writing now is past : 
The town has got a better taste,, . 



*:T. 
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I keep no antiqasited stuff; 
But spick and span I have enough. 
Pray, do but give nie leave to show *em : 
Here's Colley Gibber's birth-day poem. 
This ode you never yet have seen. 
By Stephen Duck, upon the Q^een. 
Then here's a letter finely penn'd 
Against the Craftsman and his friend: 
It clearly shows that all reflection 
On ministers is disaffection. 
Next, here's Sir Robert's vindicatiod. 
And Mr. Henley's last oration. 
The hawkers have not got them yet : 
" Your honour please to buy a set ? 

" Here's Wolston's tracts, the twelfth edition^ 
'Tis read by every politician: ^ 
The country members, when in town, 
To all their boroughs send them down ; 
You never met a thing so smart ; 
The courtiers have them all by heart: 
Those maids of honour, who can read. 
Are taught to use them for their creed. 
The reverend author's good intention 
Has been rewarded with a pension :* 
lie does an honour to his gown. 
By bravely runniqg priegtcrafl down : 
He shows, as sure as God's in Gloucester, 
That Moses was a grand impostor ; 
That all his miracles were cheats,- 
Ferform'd as jugglers do their feats: 
Th« church had never such a writer i 
A shame he has not got a miire !" 

* Wokton 18 hiere eoiifoimded witii tlToolii^o&f ll. 
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Suppose me dead ; and then suppose 
A club assembled at the Rose; 
Where, from discourse of this and that^ 
I grow the subject of their chat. 
And while they toss my name about. 
With favour some, and some without ; 
One, quite indiiferent in the cause, 
My character impartial dr»ws : 

" The Dean, if we believe report, 
Was never ill-received at court. 
As for his works in verse and prose, 
I own myself no judge of those : 
Nor, can I tell what critics thought 'em ; 
But this I know, all people bought 'em ; 
As with a moral view design'd 
To cure the vices of mankind : 
His vein, ironically grave, 
JBxpos'd the fool, and lash'd the knavet 
To steal a hint was never known. 
But what he writ was all his own. 

" He never thought an honour done him 
Because a duke was proud to own him ; 
Would rather slip aside, and choose 
To talk with wits in dirty shoes ; 
Despis'd the fools with stars and garters. 
So often seen cares^ng Chartres. 
He never courted men in station, 
Nor persons held in admiration ; 
Of no man's greatness was afraid. 
Because he sought for no man's aid. 
Though trusted long in great affairs.^ 
He gave himself no haughty airs; 
Without regarding private ends, 
Spent all ha credit for his&iends: 
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Aod only chose the wise and good; 
Ko flatterers ; do allies in blood : 
But succourM virtue in distress. 
And seldom fail'd of good success ; 
As numbers in their hearts must own, 
Who, but for him, had been unknown.* 

" Witli princes kept a due decorum ; 
But never stood in awe before 'em. 
He foUow'd David's lesson just ; 
In princes never put thy trust : 
And would you make him truly sour, 
Provoke him with a slave in power. 
The Irish senate if you nam'd. 
With what impatience he declaim'd j 
Fair Liberty was all his cry ; 
For her he stood prepared to die ; 
For her he boldly stood alone ; 
For her he oft' expos'd his own; 
Two kingdoms,! just as faction led. 
Had set a price upon his head ! 
But not a traitor could be found, 
To sell him for six hundred pounds 

" Had he but spar'd his tongue and peu^ 
He might have rose like other men : 

* Dr. Delany, in the close of his eighth letter^ after having emnq^'* 
ited the friends with whom the Dean lived in the greatest intinu^ 
IT, very handsomely applies this passage to himself. H. 

f In 1713, the queen was prevailed with, by an address from the 
ouse of lords in England, to publish a proclamation, promising three 
undred pounds to discover the author of a pamphlet, called, ** 7%e 
^ublic Spirit qf the Whigs '^"^ and in Ireland, in the year 1724, Lord 
^rteret, at his first coming into 'the government, wag prevailed on 
) issue a proclamation for promising the like reward of three him* 
red pounds to any person who would discover the author of a pam- 
blet, caUed, ^^ Tht Drapier^s Fowth Letter, &c.'* written againrt 
lat destructive project of coining halfpence for Ireland ; but in 
either kingdom wai the Dean diseav^red. H. 
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But power was never in his thought. 
And wealth he valu'd not a groat ; 
Ingratitude he often found, 
And pitied those who meant the wound : 
Put kept the tenour of his mind. 
To merit well of humankind : 
Nor made a sacrifice of those 
Who still were true, to please his foeft 
He laboured many a fruitless hour, 
To reconcile his friends in power; , 

Saw mischief by a faction brewing, 
. While they pursu'd each other's ruim 
But finding vain was all his care, 
He left the court in mere despair.* 

^* And, oh ! how short are human schemes K 
Here ended all our golden dreams. 
What St. John's ^kill in state affairs, 
What Ormond's valour, Oxford's care^ 
To save their sinking country lent. 
Was all destroy'd by one event. 
Too soon that precious life was ended. 
On which alone our weal depended.f 
When up a dangerous faction starts,]: 
With wrath and vengeance in their hearts ; 

P Queen Anne^s ministry fell to variance from the first year after 
its commencement : Harcourt the chancellor, and the secretary Bo- 
lingbroke, were discontented with the treasurer Oxford, for his too 
.^reat mildness to the whigs; this quarrel grew higher every day until 
■the queen*s death. The Dean, who was the only person that endea- 
voured to reconcile them, found it impossible ; and thereupon retired 
into Berkshire, about ten weeks before that event H. 

f In the height of the quarrel between the ministers, the queen £e^' 
Aug. 1,1714. H. 

I On the queen's demise, the whigs were restored to power, whl^ 
they exercised with the utmost rage and revenge; impeached and 
banidied the chief leaders of the church party, and stripped aU tbd^ 
adherent! of what employments they had. fl^ 
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By Bolemn league and covenaDt bouifd. 

To niio, slaughter, aud coDfound ; 

To turn religion to a fable, ^ 

And make the government a Babel f ^.^' 

Pervert the laws, disgrace the gown, 

Corrupt the senate, rob the crown; 

To sacrifice Old England's glorj, 

And make her infamous in storjr . 

When such a tempest shook the land. 

How could unguarded Virtue stand ! 

With hon'or, grief, despair, the Dean 

Beheld the due destructive scene : 

His friends in exile, or tlie Tower, "*■ 

Himself^ within the frown of power; 

Fursu'd hy base envenom'd pens. 

Far to the land of saints and fens; 

A servile race in folly nurs'd. 

Who truckle most, when treated worsl^ 

'^ By innocence and resolution^ 
He bore continual persecution ; 
While numbers to preferment rose. 
Whose merits were, to be his foes ; 
When e'en his own familiar Iriendi^ 
Intent upon their private ends, 
Like ren^adoea now he feels, 
Against him Ming up their heels. 

" The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
An infamous destructive cheat ;t 

* Upon the qoeoi*! death, the Bean retamefl to Dublin : yet nnift- 
berkss Ubeb were written against him in England ; he was imulted 
m the street, and at night was forced to be attended by bit ienrantt 
fffmed. H. 

. f Wood, a bardwareman from England, had a patent fi>r coining 
il^lper faaUjiience for Ireland, to the sum of lOB/KNU.. which, in the 
MwqneBf e, nwit faaye left Umthiajdap irlthpiit piki or iilv<r> Hf 
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Taiig;ht fools their interest how to know, 
And gave them arms to ward the blow. 
Envy has own'd it was his doing. 
To save that hapless land from ruin ; ' 
While they who at the steerage stood, 
And reap'd the profit, sought bis blood. 
" To save them from their evil fate, 
In him was held a crime of slate. 
A wicked monster on the bench,* 
Whose fury blood could never quench \ 
As vile and profligate a villain, 
As modern Scroggs,! or old Ti'esilian ;X 

* Whiished was tlien chief justice. He had some years before prflr 
Feeuted a printer for a pamphlet written by the Dean, to persuade the 
'people of Ireland to wear their own manufactures. Whitshed sent 
the jury down eleven times, and kept them nine hours, until they were 
forced to bring in a special verdict. He sat afterward on the trial of 
the printer of the Drapier^s fourth letter; but the jury, against all he 
could say or swear, threw out the bill. All the kingdom took the 
Drapier's part, except the courtiers, or those who expected places. 
IVhitshed died Aug. 26, 1727, (having a few months before exchanged 
bis place in the king*s bench, which he had held ten or twelve years, 
for the same ofBce in the com ni on* pleas:) and Archbishop Boulter 
says, his uneasiness upon some affronts he met with helped to shorten 
his days. These, affronts were certainly Uie satires of the Dean ao4 
bis friends. H. 

f Sir William Scroggs, chief justice of the king's bench iu the reign 
of King Charles the Second, was a man of low birth, and raised him- 
self as much by means of his debaucheries, as of his abilities in his pro- 
fession. He was preferred for professing loyalty; but, Oates's plot 
coming forward, he exerted himself very much on the side of that in- 
former, though he afterward changed again, and was equally violent 
against him. For some dirty jobs, wliich he did to oblige the coort, 
be was impeached in parliament; but the matter never was proceeded 
upon. While at the bar, he was always necessitous; but, during htf 
preferment, he took care to secure a good fortune for himself, baWnf 
in that period purchased the manor of Brentwood, in Essex. He af- 
terward died, in Essex street, of a polypus in the heart. N. 

X Sir Robert Tresilian was chief justice of Eoglaod in tlie tiiMcf 
Richard tlie Second. He was adviser of many illegal «cta io Unt 
reign, for which he was impeached, with several o^ier JodfOi wtA 
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Wbo long all justice had discarded, 
Nor fear'd he God, nor man regarded ; 
Vow'd on the Dean his rage to vent. 
And make him of his zeal repent : 
But Heaven his innocence defends, 
The grateful people stand his fnends; 
Not strains of law, nor judge's frown. 
Nor topics brought to please the crown, 
Nor witness hir'd, nor jury pick'd, 
Prevail to bring him in convict 

** In exile,* with a steady hearty 
He spent his life's declining part ; 
Where folly, pride, and faction sway, 
Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay^ 
His friendships there, to few confin'd. 
Were always of the middling kind ; 
No fools of rank, a mongrel breed. 
Who fain would pass for lords indeed.: 
Where titles give no right, or power. 
And peerage is a withered flower; 
He would have held it a disgrace, 
If such a wretch had known bis face. 
On rural squires, that kingdom's bane, 
He vented oft' his wrath in vain : 
###*#*# squires to market brought ; 
Who sell their souls and **** for noughts 
The ***^*** go joyful back. 
To *** the church, their tenants rack. 
Go snacks with ******* 
And keep the peace, to pick up fees : 

gome noblemen, in parliament. Being convicted of the offences ht 
wae charged with, he was executed, February 19, 1388. N. 

* In Ireland, which he had reason to call a place of exile: to which 
coantry notliing could have driven him but the queen's death, who 
iHid determined to fix hiiD in England, in spite of the I>ucheis of 00^ 
&c H. 

M 2 
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Id every job to have a share, 
A jail or turnpike to repair ; 
And turn the tax for public road^ 
Commodious to their own abodes. 

*^ Perhaps I may alloW the Deaa 
Had too much satire in his vein ; 
And seem'd determin'd not to starve it. 
Because no age could more deserve it. 
Yet malice never was his aim;. 
He lash'd the vice, but sparM the nam^ 
No individual could resent, 
Where thousands equally were meant ^ 
His satire points at no defect, 
But what aU mortals may correct f 
For he abhorr'd that senseless tribe 
Who call it humour when they gibe : 
He spar'd a hump, or crooked nose. 
Whose owners set not up for beaux. 
True genuine dulness mov'd his pity^ 
Unless it offer'd to be witty. 
Those who their ignorance confest. 
He ne'er offended with a jest ; 
But laugh'd to hear an idiot quote 
.A verse from Horace learn'd by rote. 

^' He knew a hundred pleasing stories^ 
With all the turns of whigs aad tones: 
Was cheerful to bis dying day ; 
And friends would let him have his way. 

•*' He gave the little wealth he had 
To build a house for fools and mad \. 
And show'd) by one satiric touch, 
Ko nation wanted it so much^ 
That kingdom he hath left his debtor^ 
I wish it soon may li^ve a better,." 
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AN EPISTLE TO TVIp FRIENDS.^ * 

TO DR. HELSUAM.f 
8iR, Nov. 23, at night, 173|, 

HThbn I left you, I found myself of the grapes juice 

sick ; 
['m so lull of pity, I never abuse sick ; 
/Lad the patientest patient ever you knew sick : 
Both when I am purge-sick, and when I am spew-sicl^ 
[ pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mew sick : 
§he mended at first, but now she's anew sick. 
Daptain Butler made some in the church black and 

blue sick. 
Dean Cross, had l\e preached, would have made us all 

pew-sick. 
hie not you, in a crowd when you sweat and you stew, 

sick ? 
L.ady San try got out of the church when she grew gick, 
Lnd, as fast as she could, to the deanery flew sick, 
^iss Morice was (I can you assure His trfiie) sick: 

•"or, who would not be in that numerous crew sick ? 

« 

>uch music would make a fanatic or Jew sick, 

f et, ladies are seldom at ombre or loo sick. 

Yor is old Nanny Shales, whene'er she does brew, sick. 

♦ This medley (for it cannot be called a poem) is given ay a specU 
ten of those bagatelles for which the Dean hath perhaps been too se- 
erely censured. H. 

f Richard Helsham, M. D. Professbr of Physic and Natural Pbilo- 
»phhy in the University of Dublin. See tUe PreCace to, Delany oA 
olygamy, N. 

V, 3 
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Mj footimn ^came home from the church of a brui^ 

sick. 
And look'd like a rak^ who was made io the stews 

sick ; 4P 

But you learned doctors can make whom you choose 

sick : 
And poor I myself was, when I withdrew, sick; 
For the smell of them made me like garlic aod roe 

sick. 
And I got through the crowd, though not led byadeWy 

sick. 
Tet hopM to find many (for that was your cue) ekk; 
9ut. there was not a dozen (to give them their due) 

sick, 
And those to be sure, stuck together like glue, sick. 
So are ladies in crowds, when they squeeze and they 

screw, sick ; 
You may find they are all, by their yellow pale huQ 

sick; 
'So' am I9 when tobacco, like Robin, I chew, sick. 



to PR. SHERIDAN. 

Iv I write any more, it will make my poor Mo^e 
sick. 
This night I came home with a very cold dew sick, 
And I wish I may soon be not of an ague sick ; 
But I hope I shall ne'er be like you, of a shrew Aci^ 
"Wba often be? made me, by looking askew, sick. . 
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DR. HBESHAM's answer. 

The doetor's first rhyme would make any Jew akk :, 
I kuow it has made a fiae lady io blue sick, 
For which she is gone in a coach to Kilbrew sick, 
Like A hen I once had, from a fox when she flew sick : 
Last Monday a lady at St. Patrick's did spew sick : 
And made all the rest of the folks in the pew sick, 
The surgeon who bled her his lancet Qut drewslck^ 
And stopt the distemper, as being but new sick. 
The yacht, the last storm, had all her whole crew nek; 
Had we two been there, it would have made me and yott 

A lady that longM, is by eating of glue sick ; 
Did you ever know one in a very good Q, sick ? 
I'm told that ray wife is by winding a clew sick ; 
The doctors have made her by rhyme and by rue sick. 
There's a gamester in town, for a throw that he threw 
sick, 
And yet the old trade' of his dice he'll pursue sick; 
I've known an old miser for paying his due sick; 
At present I'm grown by a pinch of my shoe sick, 
And what would you have me with verses to do sick? 
Send rhymes, and I'll send you some others in lieu sicfe 
Of rhymes I have plenty. 
And therefore send twenty. 
Answer'd the same day when sent, Nov. 23. 

I desire you will carry both these to the Doctor, to- 
gether with his own ; and let him kuow we are not pei^ 
iom to be insulted. 
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^ Can 70a nifttch with me^ 
^ Who send thirty-three ? 
^ You roust get fourteeo more. 
** To make up thhtj-four ; 
* But, if me you can conquer, 
'*• ni own you a strong cur.*** 

This morning I'm growiog, by smelling of yew,Gkfc 
My brolber*s come over with gold from Pern nek; 
liast nig^t I came home in a storm that then Uewikl 
This moment my dog at a cat I halloo sick ; - 
I bear, irom good hands^ that my poor cousin Ha|^ 

sick; 
By qnafling a bottle, and pulling a screw sick? 
And now there's no mmre I can write (yoti'll exaii 

sick; 
Tou see that I scorn to mention w(n^ musie« 

111 do my best, 
To send the rest ; 
Without a jest, 
I'll stand the test. 

These lines that I send you, I hope you'll pem 
sick; 
I'll make you with writing a little more news sick; 
liast night I came home with drioking of booze sicl^; 
My carpenter swears that he'll hack and he'll hew ad 
An officer's lady, I'm told, is tattoo sick; 
I'm afraid that the line thirty-four you will view sick. 
Lord; I could write a dozen more; 
You see, I've mounted thirty-four* 

. ♦ Thft lines « thus marked'* were written by Dr. Swift, at the be 
tooof Dr. He]8ham*8 twenty lines; and the foUowiog fbartees w« 
fltoward added on the Maftvap«r« fiU 
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A LETTER TO DR. HELSKAlf. 

Praj discniciate ivhat folIowB. 

The dullest beast, aod gentleman^s liqiKlii^ 
When young is ofleo due to the vicar. 

Tbe dullest of beasts, and swine^s delight^ 
. Hake up a bird very swift of flight. 

Tbe dullest ^beast when high in st8tur^> 
/LBd another of royal nature, 
For breeding is a useful creature. 

The dullest beast, and a party distress'cl^ 
*Wbea too loi^, is bad at best 

The dullest beast, and the saddle it weaif^ 
. Is good for partridge^ not for hares. 

The dullest bea^t and kind voice of a ca^ 
Will make a horse go, though he be not fit* 

The dullest of beasts and of birds in the dir. 
Is that by which all Irishmen swear. 

Tbe dullest beast and famM college for Teagnd^ 
li a person very unfit for intrigues. 



i 
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The dulleBt beast and a cobbler's tool, 
Wih a boy that is oulj fit for school. 
Id summer is very pleasant and cooL 

The dullest beast and that which you kiss, 
Vhj break a limb of master or miss. 

Of serpent kind, and what at distance kills^ 
toot mistress Ding^ley oft hath felt its bilk. 

The dullest beast, and eggs unsound, 
l^thout it I rather would walk on the ground. 

The dullest beast and what covers a houses 
Without it a writer is not worth a louse^ 

The dullest beast, and scandalous Yermin, 
Of roast or boil'd, to the hungry is charming. 

The dullest beast, and what's cover'd with cnist» 
There's nobody but a fool that would trust. ' 

The dullest beast mepding highwaysv 
Is to a horse an evil disease. 

The dullest beast and a hole in the ground, 
Will dress a dinner worth five pound. 

The dullest beast, and what doctors pretend. 
The cookmaid oftieu has by the end. 

The dullest beast and fish for lent, 

May give you a blow you'll for ever repent. 



EPIGRAMS. fiJJ 

The dullest beast, and a shameftil jeer, 
Without it a lady should never appear; 

Wednesday N'ighL 

I writ all these before I went to bed. Pray explauf 
them for me, becsyiise I cannot do it. 



£PIGRAM, 

ON THE BUSTS* IN RICHMOND HEBUITAOtt. ITOS!'. 

** Sic giti Isetantur docti.** 

With honour thus by Carolina plac'd, 
How are these venerable bustoes grac'd ! 
O queen, with more than regal title crown'dt 
Por love of arts and piety reuownM ! 
How do the friends of virtue joy to see 
Her dating sons exalted thus by thee ! 
Nought to their fame can now be added mor^, 
Revered by her whom all mankind adore. 

Y 

ANOTHER. 

Lewis the living learned fed. 
And rais'd the scientific head : 
Our frugal queen, to save her meat, 
Exahs the heads that cannot eat. 

* J^ewtoD, Locke, Clarke, and WoolastoB. UV 
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▲ GOMCursioN urawn from thb aboyb mna^JgiSfi 

AND 8BNT TO THB DBAPIBK. 

■ 

SiNCB Anna, whose bounty thy merits had fed, 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head| . 
And since our good queen to the wise is so ju8t» 
To jraise heads for such as are humbled in duigt, 
I wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted ; 
Frithee go^ and be dead, and be doubly exalted^ 

dr; swift's akbwbb. 

Hbr majesty never shall be my exalter; 
And yet she would raise me, I know, by a halter f 



TO THE REVEREKD DR. SWIFT* 

WITH ▲ FRBSBHT OF X PAFBB BOOK FINBLT BOOl^ 
ON EI8 BIRTH-DAY^ KOV. 30, 1732.* 

r 

BY JOHN EARL OF 0RRBB7. 

' To thee, dear Swift, these spotless leaves I send; 
Small is the present, but sincere the friend: 
Think not so poor a book below thy care; 
Who knows the price that thou canst make it bear ? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face^ 
The qiedous front shin^ out with borrowed grace; 

* It wai occadoned hy an annual castom, which I found panned 
ftnoDg hif fiiende, of making him a present o& his hirtfafda7. 0» 
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Tbougfa pasteboards, glitteriog like a tiosell'd coaf^ 
A rasa tabula witfaio denote : . 
Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modem vices, should provoke thy rage ; 
I^ "wani'd once more by theu' impending fate, 
A sinking country and an iujur'd state 
Thy gi-eat assistance should again demand* 
And call forth reason to defend the land ; 
Then shall we view these sheets with glad 8ur{MnBie 
lospir'd with thought, and speaking to our eyes : 
Bach vacant space, shall then, enrich'd, dispense 
True force of eloquence, and nervous sense ; 
Inform the judgment, animate the heart. 
And sacred rules of policy impart. 
The spangled covering, bright with splendid or^ 
Shall cheat the sight with empty show no mores 
-But lead us inward to those golden mines, 
Where all thy soul in native lustre shines* 
So when the eye surveys some lovely fair, 
With bloom of beauty grae'd, with shape and air f 
How is the rapture heightened, when we find 
Her form excelled by her celestial mind ! 



VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 
ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK« 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

BT DR. DEL1.IIY. 

Hither from Mexico I came. 
To serve a proud lemian dame i- 
Was long submitted to her will; 
At kqgih ahe loit me at qiUMbiO^ 
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Through various shapes I often paa'd 
Still hoping to have rest at last ; 
And still ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot Dean ; 
And sometimes got within his door, 
But soon turn'd out to sei-ve the poor ;* 
Not strolling Idleness to aid. 
But honest Industry decay'd. 
At length an artist purchas'd me, 
And wrought me to the shape you ^e; 

This done, to Hermes I apply 'd : 
*' O Hermes ! gratify my pride ; 
Be it my fate to serve a sage, 
The greatest genius of his age ; 
That matchless pen let me supply. 
Whose living lines will never die !'* 

" I grant your suit ;" the God repli'd, 
And here he left me to reside. 



VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING PRBSENTE. 

A Paeer book is sent by Boyle. 
Too neatly gilt for me to soil. 
Delany sends a silver standish. 
When I no more a pen can brandish. 
Let both around my tomb be placM : 
As trophies of a Muse deceas'd : 



* Alluding to 6 ve hundred pounds lent by th© Dean, without u 
fMt, topoor tradesoieD. P. 



AN INVITATION. i^ 

And let the friendlj linte they wrlti 
In praise of ]ong-<ieparted wit, 
Be gravM on either side in cplimmsy 
More to my praise than all my Tolum^i^ 
To burst with envy, spite and rage, 
The Vandals of the present age. 



AN INVITATION, BY DR. DELANT, IN THE 
NAME OF DR. SWIFT.* 

tfiGJiTY Thomas,! a solemn senatii8|: I call, 
To consult for Sapphira ;§ so come one and all ; 
Ciuit books, and quit business, your cure and your c^re^ 
iPtur a long winding walk, and a short bill of fare. 
jp ve mutton for you, sir ; . and as for the ladies^ 
JiM friend Virgil has it ; I Ve {Umd mercedes ; 
Jtor Iietty,|| one filbert, whereon to regale ; 
JLnd a peach for pale Con8tance,|| to make a full meab 



* See Mrs. PUkiDstoa's Memoirs, vol. III. page 6S. N. ^ 

f From their diminutive size, the Dean used to call Mr. PilkingtdK} 
'^ Tom Thumb,'* and his wife " his lady fair.»» N. 

% To correct Mrs. Barber's poems; which were published at Lon^' 
._ 40D, in 4to. by subscription \ with the addition of sevo^ poemt Yxf 
^Ikt son Constantine, afterward a very learned physician, and pred- > 
r-'dent of the college of physicians in Dublin. The Dean, in his will, be* 
f- i|Beathed to Mrs. Barber '^ the medal of Queen Anne and Prince 
' ^inotge^ which she formerly gave me." N. 

{ The name by which Mrs. Barber was distinguished by her 
friends. N. 

II Mrs. Pilkington. N. 

f Mrs. Constantia Grierson, a native of Kilkenny, who died 
.^ 1733, at the age of 27. She was well versed in Greek and Romam 
VIerature, history, divinity, philosophy, aud mathematics. She gave . 
'^ jproof of her knowledge of the Latin tongue, by her dedication of 
^eDubtia edition ofTacitiu to the Lord Gartmt» and l^ thatcT 
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And far your crael part,^ who take pleasure in Mood, 
' I have Uiat of the grape, ivhich is ten times as good :> 
Flow wit to her honour, flow wine to her health ; 
High raised be her worth, above titles or wealtlv 



THE BEASTS' COI^FESSION TO THE PRIEST, 

6n observing how most men mistake 
their own talents. 1732. 

PREFACE. 

I have been long of opinion, that there is not a more 
general and greater mistake, or of worse consequences 
through the commerce of mankind, than the wrong judg- 
ments they are apt to entertain of their own talents. I 
Imew a stuttering alderman in London, a great frequen- 
ter of coffeehouses ; who, when a fresh newspaper wai 
brought in, constantly seized it first, and read it aloud to 
his brother citizens ; but in a manner as little intelligibk 
to the standers-by as to himself. How many pretenden 
to learning expose themselves by choosing to discoune 
on those very parts of science wherewith tliey are leuft 
acquainted ! It is the same case in every other qiialifr 
cation. By the multitude of those who deal in rhymdb 
from half a sheet to twenty, which come out eveiy 
minute, there must be at least five hundred poets in (be 

Terence to his son, to whom she likewise wrote a Greek epigram. 
Lord Carteret obtained a patent for Mr. George Griersoo, her hu^ 
band, to be king^s printer in Ireland ; and, to distinguish and reward 
her extraordinary merit, hadlier life inserted in it. See the prefoef 
to Mre. Barber's poems. N. 

* Mrs. Van J^ewen (Mrs-'Pilkington's mother,) who used to aigBi 
wfth Dr. S^iCt, about bi« declamation agamit eatiog blood. N. 
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city and suburbs of London; half as. many coffeehouse 
orators, excUisive of the clergy ; forty thousand politi- 
cians, . and four thousand five hundred profound scho- 
lars ; not to mention the wits, the railers, the smart fel- 
lows, and critics ; all as illiterate and impudent as asub* 
urb whore. What are we to think of the fine-dressed 
sparks, proud of their own personal deformities, which 
^pear the more hideous by the contrast of wearing scar- 
let and gold, with what they call toupets* on their heads, 
and all the frippery of a modern beau, to make a figure 
before women ; some of them with hump-backs, others 
hardly five feet high, and every feature of their faces 
distorted ; I have seen many of these insipid pretenders 
entering into conversation wilh persons of learning, con* 
atantly making the grossest blnndei-s at every sentence, 
inthout conveying one single idea fit for a rational crea*^ 
ture to spend a thought on ; perpetually confounding all 
chronology, and geography even of present times, com* 
pute, that London hath eleven native fools of the beau 
and puppy kind, for one among us in Dublin ; beside 
two thirds of ours transplanted thither, who are now na- 
turalized ; whereby that overgrown capital exceeds oure 
ia the articles of dunces by forty to one ; and what is 
more to our farther mortification, there is not one dis- 
tinguished fool of Irish birth or education, who makes 
any noise in that famous metropolis, unless the London 
prints be very partial or defective ; whereas London is 
seldom without a dozen of their own educating, who en- 
gross tlie vogue for half a winter together, and are never 
heard of more, but give place to a new set. This has 

* Whigs with long black tails, at that time very much in fashion. 
It was very commoii also to call the wearers of them by ti]e same 
tiame. F. 
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beeo the coDstaut progress for at least thirty yean pn^ 
OdIj allowiDg for the change of breed and fadiioa. 

The poem is grounded upon the universal foUj h 
maokiad of mistaking thf'Ir talents ; by which the auttNiry 
does a great honour to his own species, almost equaHiqg 
them with certain brutes; wherein, indeed, he is too pa^ 
tial, as he freely confesses : and yet he has gone as lot 
as he weU could, by specifying four animals; the wo% 
the ass, the swine, and the ape ; all equally miscbieTOO^ 
except the last, who outdoes them in the article of.cnA- 
ning ! so great is the pride of man ! 

When beasts could speak (the learned say 
They still can do so every day) 
It seems, they had religion then. 
As much as now we find in men. 
It happened, when a plague broke out, 
(Which therefore made them more devout} 
The kiBg of brutes (to make it plaio^ 
Of quadrupeds I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command, 
That every subject in the land 
Should to the priest confess their sins ; 
And thus the pious Wolf begins: 
Good father, I must own with shame» 
,That often I he^ve been to blame : 
I must confess, on Friday last, 
Wretch that I was ! I broke ray fast : 
But I defy the basest tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong; 
Or ever went to seek my food 
By rapine, (heft, or thirst of blood. 

The Ass, approaching next, confess'd,^ 
That in his heart he lov'd a jest : 
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A wag he was, he ueeds must owd, 
And could oot let a dunce alone: 
Sometimes his friend he would not spar^, ^ 
And might perhaps be too severe : 
But yet, the worst that could be said, 
He was a wit both born and bred ; 
And, if it be a sin and shame, 
Nature alone must bear the blame : 
One fault he has, is sorry for't, 
His ears are half a foot too short; 
Which could he to the standard bring, 
He'd show his face before the king : 
Then for his voice, there's none disputes 
That he's the nightingale of brutes. 

The Swine with contrite heart allow'd. 
His shape and beauty made him proud : 
In diet was perhaps too nice, 
But gluttony was ne'er his vice : 
In every turn of life content, 
And meekly took what fortune sent : 
Inquire through all the parish round, 
A better neighbour ne'er was found ; 
His vigilance might some displease; 
'Tis true, he hated sloth like pease. 

The mimic Ape began his chatter, 
How evil tongues his life bespatter; 
Much of the censuring world complainM, 
Who said, his gravity was feign 'd : 
Indeed the strictness of his morals 
Engag'd him iu a hundred quarrels : 
He saw, and he was gi-icv'd to see't, 
His zeal was sometimes indiscreet : 
He found his vurtucs too severe 
For our corrupted times to bear ; 

TOL, XI. N 
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Yet such a lewd liceotious age 
Might well excuse a stoic's rage. 

The Goat adyancM with decent pace ; 
And first excus'd his youthful face; 
Forgiyeness begg'd, that he appeared 
('Twas Nature's fault) without a beard. 
'Tis true, he was not much inclin'd 
To foudness for the female kind : 
Kot, as his enemies object, 
From chance, or natural defect ; 
iN'ot by his frigid constitution ; 
But through a pious resolution : 
For he had made a holy vow 
Of Chastity, as monks do now : 
Which he resolv'd to keep for ever henc^. 
And strictly too, as dotli his reverence.''^ 

Apply the tale, and you shall find, 
How just it suits with humankind. 
Some faults we own : but, can you guess ? 
Why virtues carried to excess. 
Wherewith our vanity endows us. 
Though neither foe nor friend allows us. 

The Lawyer swears (you may rely on't) 
He never squeezed a needy client ; 
And this he makes his constant rule ; 
For which his brethren call him fool : 
His conscience always was so nice, 
He freely gave the poor advice ; 
By which he lost, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees last Easter term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job; 

'* The priest bis confessor. F. 
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No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick despatch ; 
Ne'er kept a cause, he vrell maj Ixiasty 
Above a term or two at most. 

The cringiog Kuave, who seeks a place 
Without success, thus tells his case : 
Why should he longer mince the matter ?^ 
He fail'd, because he could not flatter; 
He had not learnM to turn his coat, 
Nor for a party give his vote : 
His crime he quickly understood ; 
Too zealous for the nation's good : 
He found the ministers resent it, 
Yet could not for his heart repent it. 

The Chaplain vows« he cannot fawn, 
Though it would raise him to the lawn : 
He pass'd his hours among his books ; 
You find it in his meagre looks : 
He might, if he were worldly wise, 
Preferment get, and spare his eyes : 
But owns, he had a stubborn spirit, 
That made him trust alone to merit ; 
Would raise by merit to promotion ; 
Alas ! a mere chimeric notion. 

The Doctor, if you will believe him, 
Confess'd a sin; (and God forgive him !) 
CalPd up at midnight, ran to save 
A blind old beggar firom the grave : 
But see how Satan spreads his snares; 
fie quite forgot to say his prayers. 
He cannot help it for his heart 
Sometimes to act the parson's part : 
Ctuotes from the Bible many a sentence. 
That moves his patients to repentance 
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And, when bis medkioes do no good^ 
Supports their minds with heaveolj feodf 
At which, however well intended, 
He hears the clergy are oflfended ; ' 
And grown so bold behind Ms back^ 
To call him h^^pocrite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a seat^ 
Says grace before and aikrmeat; 
And calls, without aflfecting airs, 
His household twice a day to prayei^^ 
He shuns apothecaries chops, 
And hates to cram the sick with slops: 
He scorns to make his art a trade ; 
Nor bribes my lady's fayourite maid* 
Old nurse-keepers would never hire, 
To recommend him to the squire ; 
Which others, whom he will not name^ 
Have often practised to their shame* 

The Statesman tells you, with asne^^ 
His fault is to be too sincere ; ^"^^ 

And having no sinister ends^ 
Is apt to disoblige his friends. 
The nation's good, his master's glory^ 
Without regard to whig or iory. 
Were all the schemes he had in view ; 
Yet he was seconded by few : 
Though some had spread a thousand lies^ 
'Twas he defeated the excise. 
'Twas known, though he had borne aspersiol) 
That standing troops were hk averaiou : 
His practice was, in every station, 
To serve the king, and please the natios* 
Though hard to find in every case 
The fittest man to fill a place : 
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His promiBes he ne'er forgot. 

But took memoriali od the spot; 

His enemies, for want of charity. 

Said, he affected popularity : 

'Tis true, the people understood. 

That all he did vas for their good ; ^ 

Their kind affection he has IriM ; 

No love is lost on either side* 

He came to court with fortune clear. 

Which now he runs out every year : 

Must, at the rate that be goes <», 

Inevitably be undone : 

O ! if his majesty would please ; 

To give him but a writ of ease^ 

Would grant Mm ticense to retke, ^ 

And it has lon^ been his desire. 

By fair accounts it would be found, 

He's poorer by ten thousand pound. 

He owi!!^ and hopes it is no ski. 

He ne'er was partinl to his kin ; 

He thought it base for men in stations 

To crowd the court with their rdations : 

His country was his dearest mother. 

And every virtuous man his brother \ 

Through modesty or awkward shame^ 

(For which he owns himself to blame) 

He found the wisest man he could, 

Without respect to friends or blood ; 

Nor ever acts on private views. 

When he has liberty to choose. 

The Sharper swore, he hated play, 
£xcept to pass an hour away : 
And well he might ; fcnr, to his cost. 
By want of skill, he always lost 9 
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He heard there was a club of cheats, 
Who had cootrivM a thousand feats; 
Could change the stock, or cog a die» 
And thus deceive the sharpest eye : 
JSTor wonder how his fortune sunk. 
His brothers fleece him when he's druplT. 

I own the moral not exact; 
Besides, the tale Is false in fact ; 
And so absurd, that could I raise up 
From fields Elydan, fabling iBsop, 
I would accuse him to hb face 
For libelling the fourfoot race. 
Creatures of every kind but ours 
Well comprehend their natural powen ^ 
. While we, whom reason ought to sway, 
Mistake our talents every day. 
The Ass was never known so stupid, 
To act the ^art of Tray or Cupid ; 
Nor leaps upon his master's lap» 
There to be strok'd, and fed with pap^ 
As iEsop would the world persuade ; 
He better understands his trade : 
Kor comes whene'er his lady whistles ; 
But carries loads, and feeds on thistles. 
Our author's meaning, I presume, is 
A creature bipes et itnplumis ; 
Wherein the moralist design'd 
A compliment on humankind : 
For here he owns, that now and then 
Beasts may degenerate into men^ 
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THE PARSON'S CASE. 

That 70U, friend Marcus, like a stoic, 
Can wish to die in strains heroic. 
No real fortitude implies : 
Yet, all must own, thy wish is wise. 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife, 
Thy busy, drudging scene of life, 
Thy insolent, illiterate vicar. 
Thy want of all-consoling liquor. 
Thy threadbare gown, thy cassock rent, 
Thy credit sunk, thy money spSiit, 
Thy week made up of fasting days, 
Thy grate unconscious of a blaze, 
And, to complete thy other cumes, 
The quarterly demands of nurses, 
Are ills you wisely wish to leave, 
And fly for refuge to the grave ; 
And, O, what virtue you express, 
In wishing such afflictions less ! 

But, now, should Fortune shift the sctufi 
And make thy curaUship a dean ; 
Or some rich benefice provide, 
To pamper luxury and pride ; 
With labour small and income great; 
With chariot less for use than state ; 
With swelling scarf and glossy gown. 
And license to reside in town : 
To shine where all the gay resort, 
At concerts, cofleehouse, or court : 
And weekly persecute his grace, 
With visits, or to beg a place; 
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With underliogB thy flock to teach, 
With no desire to pray or preach ; 
With haughty spouse in vesture fine, 
With plenteous meak and generous vine; 
Wouldst thou not wish, in so much ease, 
Thy years as numerous as thy days ? 



THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES, l^ 

Poor ladies ! though their budneas be to play, 
'Tis hard they must be busy night and day : 
Why should they want the privilege of men, 
*"''*- *•**"* -«w»* mmM diversions now and then? 



X« iML l>U.^V« Ov»u<w w. 



^ad women been the makers of our laws, 
(And why they were not, I can see no cause) 
The men should slave at cards from mom to nigbtf 
And female pleasurea be to read and write^. 



A LOVE SONG, 

IN tHE MODERN TASTE. IIS^ 

I. 

Flvtti^ing sjnread thy purple pinioBflW"' 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart ; 

I, a slave in thy dominions; 
Nature must give way to art. 

II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly QoAdinf^ o*et y^sox ^«)Ki^u^ 



A LOVE sowo. aw 



See my wemy days coDsuming 
All beneatli yoD Itowtry rocJok. 

III. 

Thus the Cyprian goddeas weeping 
MournM Adonis, darlmg youth : 

Him the boar, in sileBce creeping, 
Oor'd with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 

CjnAiia, lune harmonioas vrnxhen^ 
Fair Discretion string the lyrei 

Sooth my ever-waking filumbers : 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir* 

V. 

Gloomy Pluto, king of terroi% 
Arm'd in adamantine chains, 

Lead me to the crystd miROii, 
Watering soft £fyBian pimiau 

Mournful cypiess, -^rdant willow. 
Gilding my Aiirdia% hfowa^ 

Morpheus, hovering o'er toy piBow^ 
Hear me pay wb^ ^iog W(nau 

TII. 

Melancholy smnoth Meander, 
Swiftly puriiqg in a sound, 

On thy margin i«ven wander, 
With thy flewery chaplets ORNHV^dL 
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vm. 
Tins when PhOomda drooping 

Softlj seeks her sileat mate» 
See the bird of Juno stooping ; 

Melody lengns to fiite. 



OH THB WORDS 

BROTHER PROTESTANTS 

AMD 

FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

Sofitmiliarly used by the advocates for the repeal of the Tx0t 

Act in Ireland, 1733. 

Ad inuDdatioD, says the fable, 
O'erflow'd a farmer^sbarD aod stable; 
Whole ricks of hay and stacks of com 
Were down the sudden current borne ^ 
While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
The generous wheat forgot its pride» 
And sailM with litter side by side ; 
^Uniting all, to show their amity. 
As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new-droppM horse's dung, 
Mingling with apples in the throng, 
6aid to the pippin plump and prim, 
^ See, brother, how vie apples swim.^ 

Thus Lamb, renowned for cutting corqg^ 
Aa oSor'd fee from Radcliff scorns^ 



BROTHER PROTESTANTS. 2M 

ot for the world — ^we doctors, brother, 

it take no fees of one another." 

18 to a dean som^ curate doven 

icribes, " Dear sir, your brother loving." 

8 all the footmen, shoeboys, porters, 

lit St. James's, cry, " We courtiersJ' 

B Horace in the house will prate, 

, we the ministers of state." 

3 at the bar the booby Bettesworth,^ 

ugh half a crown overpays his sweat's worthy 

knows in law nor text nor maigen^ 

I Singleton his brother sergeant. 

thus fanatic saints, though neither in 

rine nor discipline our brethren, 

brother protestants and Christians^ 

uch as Hebrews and Philistines : 

in no other sense, than nature 

made a rat our fellow-creature. 

from your body suck their food ; 

18 a louse your flesh and blood ? 

igh born of human filth aud'sweat, H 

ell may say man did beget it. 

maggots in your nose and chin 

ell may claim you for their kin. ' 

odesty and good manners did not prevent Bettesworth fronn 
)g himself to the censure even of his own friends ; for, upon 
g that the Dean had dined at Mr. WorraPs house, he went 
after dinner, poured out some of his ill language in the Dean's 
:e, and said, " He could bear the appellation of rogue, or vil« 
kther than booby, ^* The Dean made no reply to him; but only 
id to the company, ** This man is altogether beside himself; 
er his friends do not take better care of him. Pray, Mr. Wof^ 
id to his relations to get him confined." This mild answer 
I the madman for this time ; and the Dean never saw him a^ 
Is. See Swift*8 own account of this affair, in a letter to tke. 
r Dorset, in January, 1733-4. N. 
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Yet critics may object, vby not ? 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot; • 

Which made our swarm of sects determine- 
Employments for their brother yerroio. 
But be they English, Irish, Scottish, 
What protestant can be so sottish, 
While o'er the church these clotuk are gathering^ 
To call a swarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Moses, by divine advice^ 
In Egypt tnrnM the dust ta lice ; 
And as our sects, by all descriptimis^ 
Have hearts more harden'd than Egyptians^ 
As from the trodden dust they springs 
And, turn'd to lice, infest the king ; 
For pity's sake, it would be just, 
A rod should turn them back to dint» 

Let folks in high or holy stations 
Be proud of owning sudi relations f 
Xiet courtiers hug them in their bosom^ 
As if they were afraid to lose 'em : 
While I, with humble Job, bad rather 
Say to corruption — " Thou 'rt my father^'* 
For he that has so little wit 
To nourish vermin, may be bit» 



IBETTESWORTH'S EXULTATIOW, 

nOV HSABING THAT HIS KAMS WOULD BB TBAKSBItnO 
90 rWXSMSHWS IM HR. 6WiffX's WOBKL 

WitL ! now, since the beat -of my punion^ abated^ 
That the Dean hath laa|poon'd me^ ugr toiod is ebl 
cd:— 
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Lampoon'd did T call it ?— Wo— what Tras it ihtn f 
What was it ? — 'Twas fame to be lash'd by his pen? 
For had be not pointed roe out, I had slept till 
E^en doomsday, a poor insi^Dificant reptile, 
Half lawyer, half actor, pert, dull, and ingloriomi, 
Obscure, and unheard of — but now I'm notorions. 
Fame has but two gates, a white and a black one^ 
The worst they can say is, I got in at the back oit^i 
If the end be obtain'd, ^tis equal what portal 
I enter, sinoe I'm to be rendered immortid t 
So clysta*s applied to the amis, ^tis ssdd, 
Sj skilful [^ysicians, give ease to the head — 
Though my title be spurious, why should I be da8tar<^ 
A man is a man, though he should be a bastard. 
Why sure His some comfort tbst heroes should slay u% 
If I fall, I would fall by the hand of ^neas ; 
And who, by the Drapier would not rathet danm'd b% 
Than demigoddized by madrigal Namby.* 

A man is no mere, who has onte lost bis breath f 
But poets convince us there's life after dealb. 
They call from their graves the king or the peasant^ 
Beact our old deeds, and make what's past present; 
And when they would study to set forth a like. 
So the lines be well drawn, and the colours but striki^ 
Whatever the subject be, coward or hero^ 
A tyrant or patriot, a Titus or Nero, 
.To a judge 'tis all one which he fixes his eye oi^ 
And a well painted monkey^s as good as a lioa. 
The scriptiu-es affirm (as I heard in my youth. 
For indeed I ne'er read them, to speak for once tnitl^) 
That death is the wages of sin, but the just 
Sh|J) die not) although they be laid in th» dusL 
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Thej ftj BO, 80 be ^ I care not a straw, 
Although I be dead both in Gospel and law ; 
In verse I shall live, and be read in each climate; 
What more can be said of prime sergeant or primate t 
While Carter and Prendergast both may be rotteii^ 
And danm'd to the bargain, and yet be forgottea* 



THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW; OR, THE 
KEVAN BAYE;S NEW BALLAD, 

UPON SBROEANT KITE's INSULTING THE DSiK* 

To the TuBe of Deny dowB. 

JoLLT boys of St. Kevan's, St. Patrick's, Donore^ 
And Smithfield, I'll, tell you, if not told before, 
How Bettesworth, that booby, and scoundrel in gra]% 
Has insulted us all by insulting the Dean. 

Knock him down, down, down, knock him down. 

The Dean and his merits we every one know, 
But this skip of a lawyer, where the De'el did he growf 
How greater his merit at Four Courts or House, . 
Than the barking of Towzer, or leap of a louse ? 

Knock him down, &e* 

That he came from the Temple, his morals do 
show : 

But where his deep law is, few mortals yet know : 

His rhetoric, bombast, silly jests, are by far 

More like to lampooning, than pleading at bar. 

Knock him down, ^« 



THE YAHOO'S OVEBTHROW. 30» 

This peddlar, at speaking and making of law% 
Has met with returns of all sorts but applause ; 
Has, with noise and odd gestures, been pradng som^ 

years, 
What honester folks never durst for their ears. 

Knock him down, Sbo^ 

Of all sizes and sorts, the fanatical crew 
Are his brother protestants, good men and true, 
Red hat, and blue bonnet, and turban's the. same. 
What the De'el is't to him whence the Devil thej 
came ? 

Knock him down, && 

Hobbes, Tindal, and Woolston, and Collins, ani 
Nayler, 
And Muggleton, Toland, and Bradley the Taylor, 
Are Christians alike ; and it may be averr'd, 
He's a Christian as good as the rest of the herd. 

Knock him down, Sic 

He only the rights of the cleigy debates, 
Their rights ! their importance ! We'll set on new 

rates 
On their tithes at half-nothing, their priesthood at lesa^ 
What's next to be voted with ease you may guess. * 

Knock bim down, &c -i 

At length his old master (I need not him name) 
To this damnable speaker had long ow'd a shame; 
Wheji his speech came abroad, he paid him off cleaq^ 
By leaving him under the pen of the Dean. 

Knock him down, ^. 
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HeUmfled, as if the whole vstire liad bees 
The oppreanoQ ef Tirtue, not irages of sin t 
l&befi^, M he liragg^d, with a rant and a roar ^ 
He bragg'd how he bounced, and he swore how 
swore* 

Knock him down, isc 

Though he ^srii^^^ to his deanship in yeiy low stiii 
To others he boasted of knocking out brains^ 
And sHtting of noses, and croppuig of ean, 
While his own ass's zi^ were nore fit for the Aefln; 

Knock ham down, A«S» 

On this worrier of deans whene'er we can hit. 
We'll ^w him the way how to crop and tosfit ; 
Well teach him some better address to affiml 
To die dean of aU deans, thou^ he wean not MifwM 

Knock him down^te* 

WeV tsolt hfan through Kevan, St Patrick's, Dona 
And Smithfield, as rap was ne'er cdted before ; 
We'll oil him with kennel, and powder titm witfi gilji 
A modos right fit for insolters <^ deans. 

Knock him down, Afti 

And, when diis is oyer,, we'll make him aanetids^ * 
%o the Dean he diall go; they shall kisa and I 

friends: 
Buthow? Why, die Deaniball to hhn diadoM 
A face for takisfl^ without eyes, ears, or mae^ 

Knock him iowiK A^ 

If yoQ say this is hard on a man that & reckon'd 
That seiigeani at lav whom we call Site the Se^oi^ 
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You mistake ; for a slave, who will coax his superioi^ 
May be proud to be licking a gi-eat man's posteriore. 

Koock him down, ^1;^ 

What xare we how high runs his passion or, pride ? 
Though his soul he despises, he values his hide; 
Then fear not his tongue, or his sword or his knife; 
He^l take his revenge op his innocent wife. 

Knock him down, down, down^ keep him dotv^b 



ON THE ARCHBISHOP OF CASW^ 
AND BETTESWORTH. 



Fi»A« nuir •»i*'vthAA tell bv whai Daasion Toumoye? 

The world is in doubt, whether hatred or love ; 

And, while at good Cashel you rail with such spit^ 

They shrewdly suspect it is all but a bite. 

Toa certainly know, though so loudly you vapour. 

His spite cannot wound, who attempted the Brapieiv. 

Tlieii, prithee, reflect, take a word of advice ; 

And, as your old wont is, change sides in a trice ^ 

On his virtues hold forth ; His the very best way ^ 

And say of the man what all honest men say., 

But if, still obdurate, your anger remaiaffi 

tf still your foul bosom more rancour contains | 

Say then more than they ; nay, lavishly flatter, 

*Ti8 your gross panegyrics alone can bespatter : 

For thine, my dear Dick, give me leave to speak plai% 

](iike very foul mops, dirty more than thej^ clean*. 



(3oe) 
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Tb paltry uodeiliop of state, 
Te 8eDato^^ who love to prate; 
Ye raicals of inferior note, 
Who for a dinner sell a TOte ; 
Ye pack of pennonary peers, 
Whose fingers itch for poets* ears ; 
Ye bishops, far removM from saints, 
Why all this rage ? Why these comj^aiots? 
Why against printers all this noise ? 
This summoning of blackguard boys? 
Why so sagacious in your guesses? 
Your ^, and tees^ and arrs^ and essesf 
Take my advice; to make you safe, 
I know a shorter way by half. 
The point is plain ; remove the cause; 
Defend your liberties and laws. 
Be sometimes to your country true, 
Have once the public good in view : 
Bravely despise champaign at court, 
And choose to dine at home with port; 
Let prelates, by their good behaviour, 
Convince us they believe a Saviour; 
Nor sell what they so dearly bought, 
This country, now their own, for nought 
Ne'er did a true satiric rouse 
Virtue or Innocence abuse ; 
And 'tis against poetic rules 
To rail at men, by nature fisols : 
But ^#####%# 



{ ^7 ) 
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All human race would faio be mt§y 
And millioDs miss for one that hits. 
Young's universal passion, pride. 
Was never' known to spread so wide* 
Say, Britain, could you ever boast 
Three poets in an age at most ? 
Our chilling climate hardly bears 
A sprig of bays in fifty years ; 
While every fool his claim alleg€% 
As if it grew in common hedges. 
What resison can there be assigned 
For this perversenesB in the mind P 
Brutes find out where their talents lie c 
A bear will not attempt to fly; 
A foiinder'd horse will oft debate, 
Before he tries a five-barrM gate ; 
A dog by instinct turns aside. 
Who sees the ditch too deep and wide. 
But man we find the only creature 
Who, led by folly, combats Nature; 
Who, when she loudly cries, Forbear^ 
With obsdnacy fixes there; 
And, where his genius least inclines, 
Absurdly bends his whole designs. 

19'ot empire to the rising, sun 
By valour, conduct, fortune won ; 
Not highest wisdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern states ; 
Not skill in sciences profound 
So large to grasp the circle round : 
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i 

Such heavenly iofluence require, 
Ab how to strike the Muse's lyre. 

Not beggar's brat oo bulk begot; 
INot bastard of a pedlar Scot ; 
Kot boy brought up to cleaning shoe^ 
The spawn of Bridewell or the stews; 
19'ot infants dropped, the spurious pled|^ 
Of gypsies Jitterii^ under hedges ; 
Are so disqualified by fate 
To rise in church, or law, or staler 
As he whom Pheebus in his ire 
Has blasted with poetic fire. ' 

What hope of oostom in the fair, 
While not a soul demands your ware^ 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private life, cnr public use ? 
Court, city, country, want you nolf 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets, law makes no proviaioa | 
The wealthy have you in derision : 
Of state affairs you cannot smatter; 
Are awkward when you try to flatter? 
Your portion, taking Britain round. 
Was just one annual hundred pounds 
Now not so much as in remainder, 
Since Gibber brought in an Attainder^ 
For ever fix'd by right divine 
(A monarch's right) on Crrub^laneet line. 

Poor starv'ling bard, how small thy gUBst 
How unpropcNTtion'd to thy pains t 
And here a simile comes pat in : 
Though chickens take a month to biteo^ 
The guests in less than half an hour 
Will more than half a score devour. 
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80; after toiling tireotj* days 
To earn a stock of pence and pr8is6;^. 
Th7 labours, gnnm the critic's prej^ 
Are swallow'd o'er a dmh of tea : 
Oone to be never hoavd of more^ 
Gone where die cMdEeDS wetit betee;' 

How shall anew atfempterileam « 
Of different spirita to discern, 
And how distinguish whidi irwliicl]|^i 
The poet's vein, or seribblii^ itch? 
Then hear an old exparienc'd sirniefj 
Instructing thus « young 4)egiDner : 

Consult yourself ; and if your find 
A i^weriiil impulse urge your mifid^t 
Impartial judge withia your breast 
What subject you can nnanage besl^ 
' Whether your genius mostindines 
To satire, praise^ or inimorouBlinei^ 
To elegies inmoumlub tone, 
Or prologue soit from hand unknbwo. 
Then, rising, with Aurora's light. 
The Muse invok'd, &i down to writei 
Blot out, correct, insert, refine, 
£n1aige« diminMi, interline; 
Be mindful, when invention fails, 
To scratch your head, and bite your nsakr; 

Your poem finish'd, next your care 
Is needful to transoi'ibe it fair. 
In modem wit all printed trash is 
Set off with numerous breaks and da^es. 

To statesmen would you give a wipe, 
You print it in Italic type. 
When letters are iu vulgar shapes^ 
'Tis ten to tone the wit escapes : 
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Buty when in capitals expresa'd. 
The dullest, reader smokes the jest 
Or else perhaps he may inyent *>« 
A better than the poet meant ; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew. 

Tour poem in its modish dreas^ 
Correctly fitted for the press» 
Convey by penny post to Lintot, - 
But let no friend alive look into't. 
If Lintot ihinks 'twill quit the cost, 
Tou need not fear your labour lost : 
Anil how agreeably surprised 
Are you to see it advertis'd I 
The hawker shows you one in prints 
As fresh as farthings from the mint: 
The product of your toil and sweating 
A bastard of your own begetting. 

Be sure at Will's, tlie following day 
Lie snug, and hear what critics say ; 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a stupid rogue, 
Damns all your thoughts as low and littl^ 
Sit still, and swallow down your spittle. 

Be silent as a politician, 
For talking may beget suspicion : 
Or praise the judgment of the town^ 
And help yourself to run it down. 
Give up your fond paternal pride, 
Nor aigue on the weaker side : 
For, poems read without a name 
We justly praise, or justly blame ; 
And critics have no partial views, 
Except they know whom they abuse 
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And since jou oe'er provoke their spite, 
Di^d upon't their judgment's right. 
But if you blab, you are undone : 
Consider what a risk you run : 
You lose your credit all at once; 
The town will mark you for a dunce ; 
The vilest doggrel, Grub-street sends, 
Will pass for yours with foes and friends ; 
And you must bear the whole disgrace, 
Till some fresh blockhead takes your place. 

Your secret kept, your poem sunk, 
And sent in quires to line a trunk, 
If still you be disposed to rhyme. 
Go try your hand a second time. 
Again you Dedl : yet Safe's the word ; 
Take courage, and attempt a third. 
But first with care employ your thoughts 
Where critics markM your former faults ; 
The trivial turns, the borrowed wit, 
The similes that nothing fit; 
The cant which every fool repeats, 
Towu jests and cofi'eehouse conceits^ 
Descriptions tedious^ flat and dry. 
And introduced the Lord knows why : 
Or where we find your fiiry set 
Against the harmless alphabet; 
On A's and B's your malice vent. 
While readers wonder whom you meant ; 
A public or a private robber, 
A statesman, or a Southnsea jobber ; 
A prelate, who no God believes ; 
A parliament, or den of thieves ; 
A pickpurse at the bar or bench^ 
A duchess, or a subuifo wench 
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Or oft, when epithets 70a libk 
In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 
Uke stepping-stones, to save a stride, 
In streets where kendels are too wide; 
Or like a heel-pkce, to sapport 
A cripple with one foot too short ; 
Or like a bridge, that joins a maHsh 
To moortatndsof a diflfbreot parish. 
So have I seen ill-conpled hounds 
Drag diffeitent ways in iniry grounds.* 
So geographers, in Afm maps, 
With savage pictures fill their gap^ 
And o'er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants for' want of towns. 

But, thongh you miss your thn^ esray, 
You need not tht<6w your pen away. 
liay now aside all thoughts offamc^ 
To spring mord profitable gaihc. 
From party merit scfek siippoTt : 
The vilest verse thriv^ b^ at court. 
A pamphlet in sir Bbb's defence 
Will never fail to bring in pence : 
Nor be concerned about the sale, 
He pays his workmen on the nail. 

A prince, the moment he is crown^dj,- 
Inherits every i?irtuc round; 
As emblems of the sovereign power, 
Like other baubles in the Tower : 
Is generous, valiant, just, and wis^ 
And so continues' till he dies : 
His humble senate this professes. 
In all their speeches, votes, addressesV 
But once you fix him in a tomb, 
His vurtues fade, bis vices blooin ; 
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And each perfection, wrong imputed^ 
Is fully at his death confuted. 
The loads of poems in his praise. 
Ascending, make one funeral blaze : 
As soon as you can hear his knell. 
This god on earth turns devil in Hell : 
And lo ! his ministers of state. 
Transformed to imps, his levee wait ; 
Where, in the scenes of endless wo, 
They ply their former arts below ; 
And as they sail in Charon's boat. 
Contrive to bribe tlie judge's vote ; 
To Cerberus they give a sop, 
His triple barking mouth to stop ; 
Or, in the ivory gate of dreams 
Project excise and South sea schemes ; 
Or hire their party pamphleteers 
To set Elysium by the ears. 

Then, poet, if you mean to thrive. 
Employ your Muse on kings alive ; 
With prudence gathering up a cluster 
Of all the virtues you can muster. 
Which, form'd into a garland sweet, 
liay humbly at your monarch's feet : 
Who, as the odours reach his throne. 
Will smile, and think them all his own ; 
For law and Gospel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine : 
I mean the oracles of both. 
Who shall depose it upon oath. 
Tour garland, in the following reign. 
Change but the names, will do again. 

But, if you tliink this trade too base,. 
(Which seldom is the dunce's case) 

VOL. XI. O 
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Put on the critic's brow, aod sit 
At Will's the puny judge of wit. 
A Dod, a shrug, a scornful smile, 
With caution us'd, may ser^e a while. 
Proceed no farther in }our part. 
Before you learn the terms of art; 
For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modem critic's jargon : 
Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities, in time and place ; 
Get scraps of Horace from your friend^ 
And have them at your fingers' ends ; 
Learn Aristotle's rules by rote, 
And at all hazards boldly quote ; 
Judicious Rymer oft review. 
Wise Dennis, and profound Bossu, 
Read all the prefaces of Dry den. 
For these our critics much confide in ; 
Though merely writ at first for filling, 
To raise the volume's price a shilling. 

A forward critic often dupes us 
With sham quotations /2m fuqfsous: 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magisterially outshine us. 
Then, lest with Greek he overrun ye, 
Procure the book for love or money, 
Translated from Boileau's translation. 
And quote quotation ou quotation. 
At Will's you hear a poem i-cad, 
Where Battus from the table head, 
Ilccru)in<; on his elbowchair, 
Gives judgment with decisive air; 
To whom the tribe of circling wits 
As to an oracle submits. 
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He gives directions to the town, 

To C17 it 4ip, or run it down ; 

Like courtiers, when thej send a note^ 

InstructiogKnembers how to vote. 

He sets the stamp of bad and good. 

Though not a w(nrd be understood. 

Your lesson leam'd, youll be secure 

To get the name of connoisseur : 

And, when your merits once are knowQ, 

Procure disciples of your own. 

For poets (you can never want them) 

Spread through Augusta Trinobantum, 

Computing by their pecks of coals, 

Amount to just nine thousand souls : 

These o'er their proper districts goveri^ 

Of wit and humour judges sovereign. 

In every street a city bard 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward; 

His indisputed rights extend 

Through all the lane, from end to end ; 

The neighbours round admire his shrewdness 

For songs of loyalty and lewdness ; 

Outdone by none in rhyming well, 

Although he never leam'd to spell. 

Two bordering wits contend for glory ; 
And one is whig, and one is tory : 
And this, for epics claims the bays, 
And that, for elegiac lays : 
Some fam'd for numbers soft and smooth. 
By lovers spoke in Punch's booth ; 
And some as justly Fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 
Bavius in Wapping gains renown. 
And Ma&vius reigns o'er Kentishtown : 
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TigelHus placed in Phoebus* car 
From Ludgate sbioes to Temple-bar-: ' 
HarmonioiiB Gibber entertains 
The court with annual birth-day strains; 
Whence Gay wa9 banish'd in disgrace; 
Where Pope will never show his face; 
Where Young roust torture his invention 
To flatter knaves, or lose his pension. 
But these are not a thousandth pari 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 
Attending each Ims proper station^. 
And all in due subordination, 
Through every alley to be found. 
Id garrets high, or under ground ; 
And when they join their pericrania, 
Out skips a book of miscellanies. 
Hobbes clearly proves, that every creaturt 
Lives in a state of war by nature.. 
The greater for tlie smaller watch^ 
But meddle seldom with their match^ 
A whale of moderate size will draw 
A shoal of herrings down his maw; 
A fox with geese his belly crams; 
A wolf destroys a thousand lambs; 
But search among the rhyming race^ 
The brave are worried by the base. 
If on Parnassus' top you sit, 
You rarely bite, are always bit : 
Each poet of inferior size 
On you shall rail and criticise. 
And strive to tear you limb from limb ^ 
While others do as much for him. 

The vermin only tease and pinch 
Their foes superior by an inch. 
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So, naturalist^ observe^ a flea 

Has smaller fleas that on him prej ; 

And these have smaller «till to bite 'ems. 

And so proceed admfiuiium. 

Thus eveiy poet, in his kind. 

Is bit by him that <x)mes behind: 

Who, though too little to be seen. 

Can tease, ^d gall, and give the spleen; 

Call dunces, fools, and sons of whores, 

Lay Grub-street ait each otherts doors^ 

Extol the Greek and Roman masters. 

And curse our modern poetasters; 

Complain, as many an ancient bard did^ 

How genius is no more rewarded ; 

How wrong a taste prevails among us; 

How much oi|f ancestors outsung us ; 

Can personate an awkward scorn 

For those wl^o are not poets bow ; -^ 

And all their brother dunces lash. 

Who crowd the press with hourly trash. 

O Grub-street ! how do I bemoan thee^ 
Whose graceless children scorn to own \h<^A 
Their filial piety forgot, 
Deny their country, like a Scot ; 
Though, by their idiom and grimace, 
They soon betray their native place ; 
Tet thou hast greater cause to be 
Asham'd of them, than they of thee. 
Degenerate from their ancient brood. 
Since first the court allow'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty stiU, 
To purchase fame by writing ilL 
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From Flecknoe down to Howard's* time^ 
How few have reach'd the low sublime ! 
For when our high-bora Howard died, 
Biackmore aloDe his place supplied ; 
And, lest a chasm should intervene, 
When death had finisliM Blackmore^s reigo, 
The leaden crown devolv'd to thee, 
Great poetf of the hollow tree. 
But ah ! how unsecure thy throne ! 
A thousand bards thy right disown : 
They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common weal ; 
And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal privilege to descend. 

In bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants to mites in cheese. 
Than what a curious eye may trace 
In creatures of the rhyming race. 



t Hon. Edward Howard, author of four indiflferont playn, and of 
two books of poetry, one called '^ The Brititdi Princes,** the other 
** Poems and Essays, with a paraphnue on Cicero*8 *' Lselius.** N. 

f Sir William GrimstoD, hart (created Viscoant OrimstOD and ha* 
ron of Dunboyne in the kingdom of Ireland, June 3, 17t9,) wrote s 
play, when a boy, to be acted by hid^^hool-fellowf, entitled, ** Tbe 
Lawyer's Fortune ; or, Love in a Hollow Tree ;'* printed in 4to. YH6i 
a performance of so little merit tliat his lordship, at a more advanced 
period of life, endeavoured by every means in his powertosapprmiti 
and this he might possibly have accomplished, had he not been ei- 
gaged in a dispute with the duchess of Marlborough, about the bt- 
rongh of St. Alban*s. To render him ridicnloua in the eyes cf la 
constituents, her grace caused an impression oC this play to be prist* 
ed, with an elephant in the title page dancing on a rope. This editka 
his lordship purchased ; but her grace, heing determined to aceon^ 
plish her dcbign, sent a copy to be reprinted in Holland, and alter 
wards distributed the whole impression among the electors of St Al- 
ban*s; for which place, however, he was chosen representative, ii 
1713,1714, and 1727. He died Oct. 15, 17^ N. 
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From bad to worse, and worse they fall ; 
But who can reach the worst of all ? 
For though, in nature, depth and height 
Are equally held infinite : 
In poetry, the height we know ; 
'Tis only infinite below. 
For instance : when you rashly think, 
No riiymer can like Welsted^ sink, 
His merits balauc'd, you shall find 
The laureatef leaves him far behind. 
Concannen, more aspiring baril, 
. Soars downward deeper by a yard. 
Smart Jemmy Moore| with vigour drops ; 
The rest pursue as thick as hops : 
With heads to points the gulf they enter, 
LiinkM perpendicular to the centre ; 
And as their heels elated rise, 
Their heads attempt the nether skies. 

O, what indignity and shame. 
To prostitute the Muses' name ! 
By flattering kings, whom Heaven designed 
The plagues and scourges of mankind; 
Bred up in ignorance and sloth, 
And every vice that nurses both. 

* That the merits of Mr. AVelsted as a poet have been much nn- 
errated, and his fair iame as a worthy member of society unwar- 
ftotably traduced, an appeal may confidently be made to his Miscel- 
ineous Works in Verse and Prose, first collected in 1787, 8vo. ; and 
> tiie biographical memoirs prefixed to that collection. N. 
"t In some editions, instead of the Laureate, was maliciously insert- 
d the name of Mr. Fielding; for whose ingenious writings the sup- 
need author manifested a great esteem- N. 

I James Moore Smith, Esq. author of '* The Rival Modes,'' an 
nsoccessful comedy, was chiefly remarkable for a consummate assur* 
nee as a pbgiarist. fiee his character at large, in the J>unciad, II. 
0. N. 
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• 

Fair Britain, in thy monarch bleat. 
Whose virtues bear the strictest test ^ 
Whom never faction could bespatter, 
I^or minister nor poet flatter ; 
What justice in rewarding merit! 
What magnanimity of spirit ; 
What lineaments divine we trace 
Through all her figure, mien, and face ! 
Though peace with otive bind his hand^ 
Confessed the conquering hero stands. 
HydaspeS) Indus, and the Ganges, 
Dread from bis hand impending chang^. 
From him the Tartar and Chinese, 
Short by the knees, entreat for peace. 
The consort of his throne and bed, 
A perfect goddess born and bred. 
Appointed sovereign judge to sit 
On learning, eloquence, and wit. 
Our eldest hope,' divine lulus, 
(Late, very late, O may he rule us !) 
What early manhood has he shown, 
Before his downy beard was grown ! 
Then think, what wondei-s will be done 
By going on as he begun. 
An heir for Britain to secure 
As long as sun and moon endure. 

The remnant of the royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a flood. 
Bright goddesses, in number five ; 
Duke William, sweetest prince alive. 
Now sing the minister of state, 
Who shines alone without a mate. 
Observe with what majestic port 
This Atlas stands to prop the court : 
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InteDt tlie public debts to pay, 
Like prudent Fabius, by delay. 
Thou great vicegerent of the king. 
Thy praises every Muse shall sing ! 
In all affairs thou sole director, 
Of -wit and learning chief protector; 
Though small the time thou hast to spate, 
The church is thy peculiar care. 
Of pious prelates ivhat a. stock 
Tou choose, to rule the sable flock ! 
You raise the honour of the peerage^ 
Proud to attend you at the steerage. 
You dignify the noble race. 
Content yourself with humbler place^ 
Now learning, valour, virtue, sense. 
To titles give the sole pretence. 
St. George beheld thee with delight, 
Vouchsafe to be an azure knight, 
When on thy breast and sides Herculean^ 
He fix'd the star and string cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation 
Shone ever such a constellation ! 
Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your harps, and strow your bayg: 
Your panegyrics here provide ; 
You cannot err on flattery's side. 
Above the stars exalt your style, 
You still are low ten thousand mile. 
On Lewis all hk bards bestow'd 
Of incense many a thousand load ; 
But £urope mortified his pride. 
And swore the fawning rascals lied. 
Yet what the world refus'd to Lewis, 
Apply'd to George, exactly true is. 

o 2 
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Exactly tnie? inricfioiB poet! 
Tis fifty tbousud times below k. 

Translate me now some linei. if _ 
From Vhr^l, MutnL Ovid. liucao. 
They could all power in Heaven 
And do no wron^ on either ade; 
They teach you how to split a hair, 
GiTC George and Jove an equal share. 
Yet why should we be lac'd so strait ? 
ril give my monarch butter weight. 
And reason good ; for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here : 
Nor, though his priests be duly paid, 
Did ever we desire his aid : 
We now can better do without him, 
Since Woolston gave us arms to rout him. 

CaUra desiderantur. 



A NEW SIMILE FOR THE lADIES. 

BY DR. SHERIDAN. 1 733. 

'^ To make a writer miss his end, 
You've nothing else to do but mend." 

I OFTEN tric(^ in vain to find 
A simile for womankind, 
A simile I meant to fit ''em, 
In every circupnstance to hit 'em. 
Through every beast and bird I went 
I ransack'd every element; 
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And, after peeping through all nature 
To find so whinudcal a creature, 
A doud presented to mj view. 
And straight this parallel I drew : 

Clouds turn with every wind about. 
They keep us in suspense and doubt, 
Yet oft perverse, like womankind, 
Are seen to scud against the wind : 
And are not women just the same ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim ? 

Clouds keep the stoutest OKMrtals under. 
When bellowing they ^scharge their thunder : 
So when the alarumbeU is iiing 
Of Xanti's everlasting tongue, 
The husband dreads its loudness more 
Than lightning's flash, or thunder's roar. 

Clouds weep, as they do, without pain ; 
And what are tears but women's rain ? 

The clouds about the welkin roam : 
And ladies never stay at home. 

The clouds build castles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair : 
For all the schemes of their forecasting, 
Are not more solid nor more lasting. 

A cloud is light by turns, and dark,^ 
Such is a lady with her spark ; 
Now with a sudden pouting gloom 
She seems^ to darken all the room ; 
Again she's pleas'd, his fears beguiPd, " 

And all is clear when she has smil'd. 
In this they're wondrously alike, 
(I hope the simile will strike) 
Though in the darkest dumps you view theo^ 
Stay but a moment, you'll see through them. 

o 3 "* 
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The clouds are apt to make leflectioD ; 
And frequdntlj produce infection ; 
So Cselia, with small provocation 
Blasts every neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy show, 
(For they, like ladies, have their bow) 
The gravest matron wUl confess, 
That she herself is fond of di-ess. 

Observe the clouds in pomp array'd. 
What various colours are display'd ; 
The pink, the rose, the violet's die, 
Id that great drawingroom the sky ) 
How do these differ from our Grace% 
In garden-silks, brocades, and laces ? 
Are they not such another sight, 
When met upon a birthday night ? 

The clouds delight to change their fasbioD :v 
(Dear ladies, be not in a passion !) 
Kor let this whim to you seem strange, 
Who every hour delight in change. 

In them and you alike are seen 
The sullen symptoms of the spleen ; 
The moment that your vapours rise^ 
We see them dropping from your eyesi 

In evening fair you may behold 
The clouds are fring'd with borrow'd gold ; 
And this is many a lady's case, 
Who flaunts about in borrow'd lace. 

Grave matrons are like clouds of soow. 
Their words fall thick, and soil, and slowi 
While brisk coquettes, like rattling hail. 
Our ^ars on every side assail. , 

Clouds when they intercept our sight, 
Qeprive us of celestial light : 
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So when my Chloe I pursue, 

No Heaven besides I'have in vieif# 

Thus, on comparison you see, 
In every instance they agree ; 
So like, so very much the same, « 

That one may go by t'other's name^ 
Let me proclaim it then aloud, 
That ev^ry woman is a cloud) 



/ 
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Presumptuous bard ! how could you dan^ 
A woman with a cloud compare ? 
Strange pride and insolence you show 
Inferior mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or so loud as theirs ? 
Alas ! our thunder soon goes out ; 
And only makes you more devout. 
Then is not female clatter worse, 
That drives you not to pray, but curse! 

We hardly thunder tlirice a year : 
The bolt discharged, the sky grows clear ; 
But every sublunary dowdy, 
The more she scolds, the mure she's cloudy. 

Some critic may object, perhaps. 
That clouds are blam'd for giving claps; 
But what, alas ! are claps ethereal 
Compared for mischief to venereal ? 
Can clouds give buboes, ulcers, blotches 
Or from your noses dig out notches ? 
We leave the body sweet and sound; 
We kill, 'tis true, but never wound. 



ft 
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Tou know a cloudy i^ bespeaks 
Fair weather whea the momiiig breaks ; 
But women io a cloudy plight 
Foretell a storm to last till night. 

A cloud in proper, season pours 
His blessing down in fruitful showers ; 
But woman was by fate designed 
To poiv down curses oil mankind. 

When Sirius o'er the welkin rages^ 
Oar kindly help his lire assuages ; 
But woman is a curst inflamer, 
No parish ducking-stool can tame her : 
' To kindle strife, dame Nature taught her; 
Like fireworks^ she can bum in water. 

For fickleness bow durst you blame us. 
Who for our constancy are famous ? 
Toull see a cloud in gentle weather 
Keep the same face an hour together ; 
While women, if it could be reckon'd^ 
Change every feature every second. 

Observe our figure in a morning. 
Of foul or fair we give you warning; 
But can you guess from women's aii* 
One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enroU'd 
What honours we possessed of old. 

To disappoint Ixion's rape 
Jove dressM a cloud in Juno's shape ; 
Which when he had enjoy 'd, he swore, 
No goddess could have pleas'd him more ; 
No difference could he find between 
His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud produc'd a race of Centaurs, 
Fam'd for a thousand bold adventures; 
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From us descended cUfariginey 

By learned authors called nubiginas; 

But say, what earthly Dymph do you know, 

So beautiful to pass for Judo ? 

Before iEneas durst aspire 
To court her majesty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd lor us to dress him, 
That Dido might the more caress him : 
A coat we gave him, dyed in grain, 
A flaxen wig, and clouded cane, 
(The wig was powder'd round with sleet. 
Which fell in clouds beneath his feet) 
With which he made a tearing show; 
And Dido quickly smok'd the beau. 

Among your females make inquiries, 
What nymph on earth so fair as Iris ? 
With heavenly beauty so endowed ? 
And yet her father is a cloud. 
We dress'd her in a gold brocade, 
Befitting Juno-s favourite maid. 

'Tis known, that Socrates the wise 
Ador'd us clouds as deities ; 
To us he made his daily prayers. 
As Aristophanes declares ; 
From Jupiter took all dominion. 
And died -defending his opinion. 
By his authority 'tis plain 
You worship other gods in vain ; 
And fi-om your own experience know 
We govern all things there below. 
You follow -where we please to guide; 
O'er all your passions we preside, 
Can raise them up, or sink them down, 
As we think fit ta smile or frown ; 
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Aod, just as we dispose your brain, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 

Compare us then to female race ! 
We, to whom all the gods give place ! 
Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Because we dwell in higher regions. 
You find die gods in Homer, dwell 
In seas and streams, or low as Hell : 
E'en Jove, and Mercury his pimp, 
Ko higher climb than mount Olymp. 
Who makes you think the clouds he pierces? 
He pierce the clouds! he kiss their a — es^ 
While w^ o'er Teneriffa plac'd. 
Are loftier by a mile at least : 
And, when Apollo struts on Findus, 
We see him from our kitchen windows ; 
Or, to Parnassus looking down. 
Can piss upon his laurel crown. 

Fate never form'd the gods to fly ; 
In vehicles they mount the sky : 
When Jove would some fair nymph inveigle. 
He comes full gallop on his eagle. 
Though Venus be as light as air. 
She must have doves to draw her chair. 
Apollo stirs not out of door, 
Without his lacquer'd coach and four. 
And jealous Juno, ever snarling, 
Is drawn by peacocks in her berlin! 
But we can fly where'er we please. 
O'er cities, rivers, hills^ and seas : 
From east to west the world we roam, 
And in all climates are at home ; 
With care provide you as we go 
With sunshine, rain, and bail, or snow. 



\ 
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You, when it rains, like fools, believe 
Jove pisses on you through a sieve : 
An idle tale, 'tis no such matter ; 
We only dip a spunge in water; 
Then squeeze it close betw.een our thumbs 
And shake it well, and down it comes; 
As you shall to your sorrow know ; 
We'll watch your steps where'er you go ; 
And, since we find you walk afoot, 
We'll soundly souse your frieze surtout 

'Tis but by our peculiar grace, 
That Phoebus ever shows his face : 
For, when we please, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from side to side : 
And then how saucily he shows 
His brazen face and fiery nose ; 
And gives himself a haughty air^ 
As if he made the weather fair ! 
'Tis sung, wherever Caelia treads^ 
The violets ope their purple heads; 
The roses blow, tlie cowslip springs ; 
'Tis sung ; but we know better things^ 
'Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often piss upon a nettle; 
But, though we own she makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the better ; 
While we, by soft prolific showers. 
Can every spring produce you flowers. 

Your poets, Chloe's beauty heignt'ning^ 
Compare her radiant eyes to light'ning ; 
And yet I hope 'twill be allow'd. 
That lightning comes but from a cloud. 

But gods like us have too much sense 
At poets flights to take offence : 
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Nor can hyperboles demean as ; 
Each drab has been comparM to Yenus» 
We own your verses are melodious ; 
But such comparisons are odious. 



A CHARACTER, PANEGYRIC, AND DESCRIPTION OF 

THE LEGION CLUB.* 1736. 

As I stroll the city, oft* I 
See a building lai^e and lofty. 
Not a bowshot from the college ; 
Half the globe from sense and knowledge ; 
By the prudent architect, 
FlacM against the church direct, 
Making good my grandam's jest^ 
" Near the church" — ^you know the rest. 

Tell us, what the pile contains ? 
Many a head that holds no brains. 
These demoniacs let me dub 
With the name of Legion Club. 
Such assemblies, you might swear 
Meet when butchers bait a bear : 
Such a noise, and such haranguing, 
When a brother thief is hanging : 
Such a rout and such a rabble 
Hun to hear Jackpuddii^ gabble : 

* In a letter to Dr. Sheridan, April 24, 1736, the Dean says, " 
have written a masterly poem oo the Legion Club; it is 240 fines; 
and in another letter, May 15, complains that other characters wer 
added ; and says, June 5, there were fifty different copies. N, 
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Such a crowd their ordure throws 

On a far less villain's -oose. 
Could I from the building's top 

Hear the rattling thunder drop, 

While the devil upon the roof 

(If the devil be thunder-pi-oof ) 

Should with poker fierj red 

Crack the stones, and melt the lead ; 

Drive tliera down on every skull, 

When the den of thieves is lull ; 

Quite destroy the harpies' nest ; 

How might then our isle be blessM I 

For divines allow, that God 

Sometimes makes the devil his rod ; 

And the Gospel will inform us, 

He can punish sins enormous. 

Yet should Swift endow 'the schools, 
For his lunatics and fools, 
With a rood or two of land ; 

I allow the pile may stand. 
You perhaps will ask me. Why so ? 
But it is with this proviso : 
Since the house is like to last. 
Let the royal grant be pass'd, 
That the club have right to dwell 
£ach within his proper cell. 
With a passage left to creep in, 
And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in^ 
Sell the nation for a pin ; 
While they sit a picking straws, 
Let them rave at making laws ; 
While they never hold their tongue. 
Let them dabble io their dung : 
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Let them form a grand committee, 
How to plague aud starve the city ; 
Let them stare, aud storm, aod frown 
When they see a dei^ gown ; 
Let thom* ere they crack a louse. 
Call for th' orders of the house ; 
Let them, with their gosling quills^ 
Scribble senseless heads of bills ^ 
We may, while they strain their throats, 
Wipe our a— s with their votes. 

Let Sir Tom, that rampant ass. 
Stuff his guts with flax and grass; 
^ut before the priest he fleeces, 
Tear the Bible all to pieces 2 
At the parsons, Tom, halloo, boy. 
Worthy ofEspring of a shoe boy. 
Footman, traitor, vile seducer* 
Perjur'd rebel, brib'd accuser. 
Lay the paltry privilege aside. 
Sprung from Papists, and a regicide 
Fall a working like a mole, 
Raise the dirt about your hole. 

Come, assist me, Muse obedient ! 
Let us try some new expedient ; 
Shift the scene for half an houi*. 
Time and place are in thy power. 
Thither, gentle Muse, conduct me; 
I shall ask, and you instruct me. 

See, the Muse unbars the gate ; 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate ! 

All ye gods who rule the soul ! 
Styx, through Hell whose waters roll { 
Let me be allowM to tell 
What I beard in yonder HeU> 



>*. 
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Near the door an entrance gape% 
Crowded round with antic shapes. 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Causeless Joy, and trae Despair; 
Discord periwigg'd with snakes, 
See the dreadful strides she takes ! 

By this odious crew beset, 
I began to rage and fret. 
And resolv'd to break their pates^ 
Ere we enter'd at the gates; 
Had not Clio in the nick 
Wliisper'd me, " Lay dawn your stick. 
What, said I, is this the madhouse ? 
These, she answered, are but shadow% 
Phantoms bodiless and vaii^ 
Empty visions of the braia. 

In the porch Briareus stands^ 
Shows a bribe in all his hands : 
Briareus the secretary. 
But we mortals call him Carey. 
When the rogues their country fleecf^ 
They may hope for pence apiece*. 

Clio, who had been so wise 
To put on a fool's disguise, 
To bespeak some approbation. 
And be thought a near relation. 
When she saw three hundred brutes 
All involved in wild disputes. 
Roaring till their lungs were spent^ 
Privilege of Parliament, 
Now a new misfortune feels, 
Dreading to be laid by th' heels^ 
Never durst a Muse before 
Enter that inferoal door i 
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Clio, stifled with the smell, 
Into spleen and vapours fell, 
B7 the Stygian steams that flew 
From the dire infectious crew. 
Not the stench of Lake Avernus 
Could have more offended her nose; 
Had she flown but o'er the top, 
She had felt her pinions drop, 
And by exhalations dire, 
Though a goddess, must expire. 
In a fright she kept away ; 
Bravely I resolv'd to stay. 

When I saw the keeper frown. 
Tipping him with half a crown. 
Now, said I, we are alone, 
Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that hell-featur'd brawler ? 
Is it Satan? No; 'tis Waller. 
In what figure can a bard dress 
Jack the grandson of Sir Hardress ? 
Honest keeper, chive him further, 
In his looks are Hell and murder ; 
See the scowling visage drop, 
Just as when he murder'd T — p. 
Keeper, show me where to fix 
On the puppy pair of Dicks : 
By their lantern jaws and leathern, 
You might swear they both are brethren : 
Dick Fitzbaker, Dick the player. 
Old acquaintance, are you there ? 
Dear companions, hug and kiss, 
Toast Old Glorious in your piss; 
Tie them, keeper, in a tether. 
Let them starve and stink together ; 
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Both are apt to be unruly. 
Lash them daily, lash them duly ; 
Though 'tis hopeless to reclaim them, 
Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them^ 

Keeper, yon old dotard smoke. 
Sweetly snoring in his cloke : 
Who is he ? 'Tls humdrum Wynne, 
Half encompassed by his kin : 
There observe the tribe of Bingam,^ 
For he never fails to bring 'em ; 
While he sleeps the whole debate, 
They submissive round him wait ; 
Tet would gladly see the hunks. 
In his grave, and search his trunks. 
See, they gently twitch his coat. 
Just to yawn and give his vote, 
Always firm in his vocation. 
For the court, against the nation. 

Those are A — s Jack and Bob, 
First in every wicked job. 
Son and brother to a queer 
Brainsick brute, they call a peer. 
We must give them better quarter. 
For their ancestor trod mortar, 
And at Hoath, to boast his fame, 
On a chimney cut his name. 

There sit Clements, D — ks, and Harrison? 
How they swagger from their garrison I. 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this side Hell ? 
Harrison, and D — ks, and Clements, 
Keeper, see, they have their payments, 
Every mischief's in their hearts ; 
If they fail, 'tis want of partSi 
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BlefNH us, Moigan, art thou there, nlan^ 
BlesB miue eyes ! art thou the chairman t 
Chairman to your damnM committee ! 
Tet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful si^ht ! what, learned Morgan 
Metamorphos' d to a Goi^on ? 
For thy horrid looks, I own. 
Half convert me to a stone. 
Hast thou been so long at school, 
19'ow to turn a factious tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother, 
Every young divine thy brother. 
Thou, a disobedient varlet. 
Treat thy mother like a hailot ! 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, 
Who are all grown reverend preachers ! 
Morgan, would it not surprise one ! 
Turn thy nourisliment to poison ! 
When you walk among your books, 
They reproach you with their looks ; 
Bind them fast, or from their shelves 
They will come and right themselves : 
Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 
All in arms, prepare to back us : 
Soon repent, or put to slaughter 
£very Greek and Roman author. 
Will you, in your faction's phrase, 
Send the clergy all to graze : 
And, to make your project pass, 
JLiCave them not a blade of grass ? 

How I want tliee, humorous Hogarth t 
Thou, I hear a pleasant rogue art. 
Were but you and I acquainted. 
Every monster should be painted : 



THE LEGION CLUB. " JST 

You should try your graving tools 
On this odious groupe of fools ; 
Draw the beasts as I describe them 
Prom their features, while I gibe them; 
Draw them like ; for I assure you, 
You will need no car'catura ; 
Draw them so, that we may trace 
All the soul in every face. 

Keeper, I must now retire. 
You have done what I desire : 
But I feel my spirits spent 
With the noise, the sight, the scent* 
"' Pray be patient : you shall find 
Half the best are still behind ! 
You have hardly seen a score ; 
I can show two hundred more." 
Keeper, I have seen enough. 
Taking then a pinch of snufi^ 
I concluded, looking round them, 
" May their god, the devil, confound them !"* 

* WhlM Swift was writing these satires od the Irish parliament, he 
3is seized with one of those fits, the effects of which was so dreadful, 
at he left the poem unfinished; and, after that period, very rarely 
tempted a composition, either in verse or prose, that required a 
urse of thinking, or perhaps more than one or two sittings to finish, 
le of these was " The Beasts' Confession." From this time his mejnc- 

was perceived gradually to decline ; and his melancholy increased 
' the sti-ength of his imagination brooding over the unhappy scene 

misery which he foresaw was his lot, when he must become, as he 
id, a perfect slabberer. JFie was often heard to offer up his prayers 
Almighty God, " to take him away from this evil to come." The 
ospect of this calamity, which he was daily lamenting, contributed 
ry much, as his passions were violent, to pervert his undec- 
uiding, to which many other particulars seem also to have conciir' 

a, p. S. 

VDL.^ XT. P 
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OT^ A PRINTER'S* BEING SENT T(D^ 

NEWGATE. 

Better \fe all were lo our graves, 
Than live in slavery to slaves; 
Worse than the anarchy at sea. 
Where fishes on each other prey ; 
Where every trout can make a^ high rants 
O'er his inferiors, as our tyrants ; 
And swagger while the coast is clear : 
But, should a lordly pike appear, 
Away you see the varlet scud, 
Or hide his coward snout in mud. 
Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach, 
He dare not venture to approach; 
Yet still has impudence to rise, 
And, like Dobitian, leap at flies* 



A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL ? 

OR, A NEW BALI«AD, 

Written by a Suoeboy, on an Attornet who was f 

merly a Shoebo7. 

" Qui color ater erat, nunc est contrarius atro.** 

With singing of ballads, and crying of news^ 
With whitening of buckles, and blacking (^ shoe^^ 
Bid Hartleyt set out, both shoeless and shirtless, 
And moneyless too, but not very dirtless ; 

* Mr. Fau\\ai€r. F^ ^ S^ the nest poenn. F.- 
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Two pence he had gotten by begging, that's all ; 

One bought him a brush, and one a black ball ; 

For clouts at a loss he could not be much, 

The clothes on his J|)ack as being but such ; 

Thus vamp'd and accoutred, with clouts, ball, and brush, 

He gallantly ventur'd his fortune to push : 

Vespasian thus, being bespatterM with dirt, 

Has omen'd to be Rome's emperor fort. 

But as a wise fiddler is noted you know. 

To have a good couple of strings to one bow ; 

So Hartley judiciously thought it too little, 

To live by the sweat of his hands and his spittle : 

He finds out another profession as fit, 

And straight he becomes a retailer of wit. 

One day he cried — " Murders, and songs, and great 

news I" 
Another as loudly — •* Here blacken your shoes !" 
At Doravile's* full often he fed upon bits. 
For winding of jacks up, and turning of spits ; 
Lick'd all the plates round, had many a grubbing, 
And now and then got from the cook-maid a drubbing i 
Such bastings -effect upon him could have none : 
The dog will be patient that's struck with a bone. 
Su: Thomas, observing this Hartley withal 
So expert and so active at brushes and ball, 
Was mov'd with compassion, and thought it a pit^ 
A youth should be lost, that had ^een so witty : ^ 
Witliout more ado, he vamps up my spark, 
And now we'll suppose him an eminent clerk; 
Suppose him an adept in all the degrees 
Of scribbling cwn Aisho, and hooking of fees 

* Sir T. Domvile, patentee of the Hanaper office P. 
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Suppose him a miser, attorney per bill, 
Suppose him a courtier — suppose what you will— 
Tet would you believe, though I swore by the Bible, 
That he took up two uews boys for cryiug the libel ? 



A FRIENDLY APOLOGY FOB A CERTAIN 

JUSTICE OF PEACE, 

By Way of Defence €f Hartlet Hutchinson, Es^^ 

'* But he by bawling news about. 
And aptly using brush and clout, 
A justice of the peace became. 
To punish rogues who do the same.^'— Hums. 

By JAHES BLACK*WELL, OFBIlATOB FOR THS FEET. 

I SING thQ man of courage tri'd, 
O'emiD with ignorance and pride, 
Who boldly hunted out disgrace 
With canker'd mind and hideous face ; 
The first who made (let none deny it,) 
The libel-vending rogues be quiet. 

The fact was glorious, we must own, 
For Hartley was before unknown, 
•r Contemn'd, I jpean ; — for who would choose 
So vile a subject for the Muse ? 

'Twas once the noblest of his wishes 
To fill his paunch with scraps from dishes^ 
For which he'd parch before the grate. 
Or wind the jack's slow-rising weight, 
(Such toils as best his talents fit) 
9t polish shoes, or turn the spit; 
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But, unexpectedly grown rich in 
'Squire Domvile's family and kitchen, 
He pants to eternize his name, 
And takes the dirty road to fame^ 
Believes that persecuting wit 
Will prove the surest way to it ; 
So, with a colonel''^ at his back, 
The Libel feels his first attack ; 
He calls it a seditious paper. 
Writ by another patriot Drapier ; 
Then raves and blunders nonsense thicker 
Than alderman o'ercharg'd with liquor; 
And all this with design^ no doubt, 
To hear his praises hawk'd about ; 
To send his name through every street. 
Which erst he roam'd with dirty feel ; 
Well pleas'd to live to future times, 
Though but in keen satiric rhymes. 

So Ajax, who, for aught we know, 
Was justice many years ago, 
And minding then no earthly things^ 
But killing libellers of kings ; 
Or, if he wanted work to do^ 
To run a bawling news-boy through $ 
Yet he, when wrapped up in a cloud. 
Entreated father Jove aloud. 
Only in light to show his face, 
Though it might tend to his disgrace. 

Aqd so the Ephesian villain fir'd 
The temple which the world admirM, 
Contemning deatli, despising shame, 
To gain an ever-odious name. 

* Colonel Ker, a Scotchman, lieutenant-colonel to Lord Harriogr 
ton^s regiment of dragoons, who made a news-boj evidence agaiart 
the printer. F. 
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HORACE, PART OF BOOK I. SAT. IV. 

PARAPHRASED. 1 733. 

1p D0187 Tom* should iu (he senate prate, 
** That he irould answer both for church and sialyl 
And, farther to demoustrate his affection, 
Would take the kingdom into his protection -/^ 
All mortals must be curious to inquire. 
Who could this coxcomb be, and who his sire ? 
" What ! thou, the spawn of himf who sham'd our islc^ 
Traitor, assassin, and informer vile ! 
Though by the female sidej you proudly bring. 
To mend your breed, the murderer of a king : 
What was thy grandsire,§ but a mountaineer, 
Who held a cabin for ten groats a year; 
Whose master Moore|| preservM him from the halter ( 
For stealing cows ; nor could he read the Psalter ! 



* Sir Thomas Prendergast. P. 

f The father of Sir Thomas Prendergast, who engaged in a plot tb 
murder King William III ; but, to avoid being hanged, turned infor- 
mer against his associates, for which he was rewarded with a good 
estate, and made a baronet. F. 

X Cadogan^s family. F. 

$ A poor thieriog cottager under Mr. Moore, condemned at Clon- 
mell assizes to be hanged for stealing cows. F. 

II The grandfather of Guy Moore, Esq. who procured him a ptr- 
dbn. F> 
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DuFBt thou, ungrateful, from the senate chace 
Thy founder's grandson,^ and usurp his place? 
Just Heaven ! to see the dunghill bastard brood 
Survive in thee, and make the proverb good ?t 
Then vote a worthy citizenf to jail. 
In spite of justice, and refiise his bail !'* 



VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN ON HIS 

BIRTH-DAY, 

/ 

WITH fine's HORACE FINELY BOUND* 

BY DR. J« SICAN. 

(Horace speaking.) 

You've read, sir, in poetic strain^ 
How Tarns and the Mantuan swain 
Have on my birth-day been invited, 
(But I was forc'd in verse to write it) 
Upon a plain repast to dine, 
And taste my old Campanian wine; 

* Ouy Moore was fairly- elected member of parliament for Clofimeli : 
bot Sir Thomas, depending upon his interest with a certain party thai 
prevailing, and since known by the title of parson-hunters, petitioned 
the house against him ; out of which he was turned upon pretence of 
bribery, which the paying of his lawful debts wai then voted to 
be. F. 

f '*Save a thief from the gallows, and he will cut your throat'* F. 

X Mr. George Faulkner. Mr. Seijeant BeUesworth, a member €$ 
the Irish parliament, having made a complaint to the house of com* 
BionB against the '* Satire on Quadrille,'^ they voted Faulkner, the 
printer, into custody (who was confined closelyf in prison three days, 
when he was in a very bad state of health, and his life in much d&n- 
ger) for not discovering the author. F. 
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But I, who all punctilios hate. 

Though loog familiar with the groat, 

Nor glory in my reputation. 

Am come without an invitation ; 

And, though I'm usM to right Falem|{kE^ 

I'll deigo for once to taste lernian ; 

But fearing that jou might dispute 

(Had I put on my common suit) 

My breeding and my politesse, 

I visit in my birth-day dress ; 

My coat of purest Turkey red. 

With gold embroidery richly spread 5 

To which I've sure as good pretensioils 

As Irish lords who starve on pensions. 

What though proud ministers of state 

Did at your antichamber wait; 

What thoitgh your Oxfords and your St. Johni^ 

Have at your levee paid attendance ; 

And Petei-borow and great Ormond, 

With many chie& who now aie dormant, 

Have laid aside the general's stail^ 

And public cares, with you to laugh ; 

Yet I some friends as good can name, 

Kor less the darling sons of fame ; 

For sure my Pollio and Maecenas 

AVere as good statesmen, Mr. Dean, as 

Either your Boliugbroke or Hailey, 

Though they made Lewis beg a parley ; 

And as for Mordaunt, your lov'd hero, 

111 match him with my Drusus T^ero. 

You'll boast, perhaps, your favourite Pope ; 

But Virgil is as good, I hope. 

I own indeed I can't get any 

To equal Helsham and Delany; 
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Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 
A Grecian isle Hippocrates ; 
Since TuUy liv'd before my time. 
And Galen blessM another clime. 

You'll plead perhaps, at my request, 
To be admitted as a guest, 
" Your hearing's bad I" — But why such fears ? 
I speak to eyj^s, and not to ears ; 
And for that reason wisely took 
The form you see me iuj a book. 
Attack'd by slow devouring moths, 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths; 
By Bentley's notes, my deadliest foes. 
By Creech's rhymes, and Dunster's prose ; 
I found my boasted wit and fire 
In their rude hands almost expire ; 
Yet still they but in vain assail'd f 
For, had their violence prevail'd, 
And in a blast destroy'd my fame, 
They would have partly miss'd their aim 
Since all my spirit in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of this age, 
'Tis yours to save these small remains 
From future pedant's muddy brains, 
And fix my long uncertain fate, 
You best know how — ** which way .^"— Tbaks- 

LATE. 
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EPIGRAM BT MR. BOWYEIL 

IMT&NDBD TO BE PLACED UNDER THE HEAD Of 

GULLIYER. 1 733. 

" Here learn, from moral truth and ivit refined. 
How vice and folly have debasM mankind; 
Strong sense and humour arm in virtue's cause ; 
Thus her great votary vindicates her laws : 
While bold and free the glowing colours strike ; 
Blame not the picture, if the picture's like." 



ON PSYCHE.* 

At two afternoon for our Psyche inqidre, 
Her teakettle^s on, and her smock at the iGbre : 
So loitering, so active ; so busy, so idle ; 
Which has she most need o^ a spur or a bridle ? 
Thus a greyhound outruns the whole pack in a race, 
Tet would rather be hang'd than he'd leave a waipi> 

place. 
She gives you such plenty, it puts you in pain ; 
But ever with prudence takes care of the main. 
1*0 please you, she knows how to choose a nice bit; 
For her taste is almost as refin'd as her wit 

* Mrt. Sican, a rety ingc^ioQi lady, mother to the author of ttc 
^9 in p. 343. F. 
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To oblige a good friend, she will trace every market, 
It would do your heart good, to see how she will cark it. 
Yet beware of her arts ; for, it plainly appears, 
She saves half her victuals, by feeding your ears. 



THE DEAN AND DI3KE. 1734 

James Brydges^ and the Dean had long been frieads; 
James is beduk'd ; of course their friendship ends : 
But sure the Dean deserves a sharp rebuke, 
For knowing James, to boast he knows the duke. 
Yet, sioce just Heaven the duke's ambition raod^ 
Since all he got by fraud is lost by stocks, 
Mis wings are clippM : he tries no more in vain 
With bands of fiddlers to extend his train. 
Since he no more can build, and plant, and reve^ 
The duke and dean seem near upon a level. 
O ! wert thou not a duke, my good duke Humphry, 
From bailifTs claws thou scarce could'st keep thy bum 

free. 
A duke to know a dean ! go, smooth thy crown : 
Thy brothert (far thy betters) wwe a gown. 
Well, but a duke thou art ; so pleasM the king : 
O ! would his majesty but add a string ! 

* James Biydges was created Dukeof Gbandos, April 30, 1719. 
i The Hon. Henry Brjdges, archdeacon of Rochester. N. 
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WRITTEN BY DR. SWIFT, 

OK HI8 OWN DEA.FNBSS,* IN SEPTEMBER 1734. 

VxRTiGiN08U8,f ioops, surdus, male gralus amicis; 
NoQ campaoa sonans, tODitrue non ab Jove rntssun^ 
Quod mage mirandum, saltern si credere fas est, 
Nod clamosa meaa mulier jam percutit aures. 



THE DEATTS COMPLAINT, TRANSLATED 

AND ANSWERED. 

I 

DOCTOR. 

Dba^, giddj, helpless^ left alone. 

AKSWER. 

lExcept the first, the fault's your own; 

DOCTOR. 

To an my friends a burden grot^n. 

AKSWER. 

Because to few you will be shown. 
Give them good wine, and meat to stufl^ 
Tou may hare company enough. 

■* Theie lin^s were found on his table when his seirant brought \ip 
liis dinner. Mrs. Ridgeway, his housekeeper, requested a copy of 
them 'f and the Dean immediately gave her the paper. N. 

f The second syllable " Vertiginosus,'* is here made short by the 
Dean ; perhaps the more expressive of the Q^alady it describes} M 
'^^t^UDtque CQQ«*' in VirgU, W,B. 



THE DEAN'S COMPLAINT, 34^ 

DOCTOR. 

No more I hear my church's bell. 
Than if it raog out for mj kaell. 

ANSWER. 

Then write and read, 'twill do as well* 

DOCTOR. 

At thunder now no more I start, 
Than at the rumbling of a cart 

ANSWER. 

Think then of thunder when you f— t 

DOCTOR. 

Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 
No more I hear a woman's clack: 

ANS WER . 

A woman's clack, if I have skill, 
Sounds somewhat like a throwster's mill ^ 
But louder than a beU, or thunder; 
Thsit does, I own, increase vaj wondSlf' 
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EPIGRAM BY MR. BOWYEA. 

* IN 87LLABAM LONGAM IN TOCE TERTIGIN08US 4 

D. rvri^T COfRREPTAM.' 

MusARux antistes, Phcebi munerosus alumnu^ 
Vjx omnes Dumeros Yertigiaosus habet 

Intentat charo capitt Tcrt^ ruiHam^ : 
Oh ! serv^et cerebro nate Minerva caput. 

Vertigo mmiuiD looga est) divioa poeta ; 
Dent tibi Pierides, donet ApoUo, brey^m. 



ON DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF BERRT. 

1 734-5. 

Make Rundle biAop ; fie for tstmme t 

An Arian to hsiu^ the name ! 

A bishop in the isle of saints ! 

How will his bretbren make GoibplaiBts ! 

Dare any of the mitred host 

€onfer on him the Holy Ghost : 

In mother church to breed a variance, 

By coupling orthodox with Arians? 

Yet, were he Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 
What is there in it strange or new ? 
For, let us hear the weak pretence, 
His brethren find to take offence; 
Of whom there are but four at most. 
Who know there is a Holy Ghost : 
The rest, who boast they have conferred ft 
Like FauVs Ephesiai\S) ncvw V\e«xd it ^ 
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And, when they gave it, well 'tis known, 
They gave what never was their own, 

Rundle a bishop ! well he may ; 
He's still a Christian more than they. 

We know the subject of their quarrels ; 
The man has learning, sense, and morals* 
There is a reason still more weighty j 
'Tis granted he believes a Deity. 
Has every circumstance to please us. 
Though fools may doubt his faith in Jesus: 
But why should he with that be loaded, 
If ow twenty years from court exploded. 
And is not this objection odd 
From rogues who ne'er believed a God f 
For liberty a champion stout, 
Though not so gospelward devout. 
While others, hither sent to save us. 
Come but to plunder and enslave us ; 
Nor ever own'd a power divine, 
But Mammon, and the German line. 
Say, how did Rundle undermine 'em ? 

Who show'd a better^ ditnnum ? 

From ancient canons would not vary, 

But thrice refus'd qnscaparu 
Our bishop's predecessor, Magus^ 

Would offer all the sands of Tagus ; 

Or sell his children, house, and lands^ 

For that one gift, to lay on hands : 

But all his gold could not avail 

To have the spirit set to sale. 

Said surly Peter, ''Magus, prithee. 

Be gone : thy money perish with thee." 

Were Peter now alive, perhaps, 

He might have found a scwe of diaps : 
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Could he but make his gift appear 
In rents three thousand pounds a year*. 

Some fancy this promotion odd. 
As not the handiwork of God ; 
Though e'en the bishops disappointed 
Must own it made by God's anointed. 
And well we know, the c<mg€ regal 
Is more secure as well as legal; 
Because our lawyers all agree. 
That bishoprics are held in fee. 

Dear Baldwin chaste, and witty Cross^ 
How sorely I lament your loss ! 
That such a pair of wealthy ninnies 
Should slip your time of dropping guineas; 
For, had you made the king your debtoi^ 
Tour title bad been so much better. 



EPIGRAM. 

f RisND Bundle fell, with grievous bump, 
Upon his reverential rump, 
Poor rump ! thou hadst been better sped, 
Hadst thou been join'd to Boulter's head ; 
A head, so weighty and profound. 
Would needs have kept thee from the ground; 
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AT? APOLOGY, &«;. 

A LADY, -wise as well as fair. 
Whose coDScieoce alnrays inras her cai^ 
Thoughtful upon a point of momeDt, 
Would have the text as well as comment ^ 
So hearing of a grave Divine, 
She sent to bid him come and dine. 
But, you must know, he was not quite 
So grave as to be unpolite ; 
Thought human learning would not lessen 
The dignity of his profession : 
And, if you'd heard the man discourse. 
Or preach, you'd like him scarce the wors^e'. 
He long had bid the court farewell, 
Ketreating silent to his cell ; 
Suspected foe the love he bore 
To one who sway'd some time before ; 
Which made it more surprising how 
He should be sent for tliither now. 

The message told, he gapes, and stare^ 
And scarce believes his eyes or ears : 
Could not conceive what it should mean, 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the squire so trim and nice, 
'Twere rude to make him tell it twice; 
So bow'd, was thankful for the honour ; 
And would not fall to wait upon her. 
Hb beaver brush'd, his shoes, and gown^ 
Away he trudges into town; 
Passes the lower castle yard, 
Aud now advancing to the guards 
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He trembles at the thoughts of states 

For, conscious of his sheepish gait, 

His spirits of a sudden failM him ; 

He stopp'd, and could not tell what ail'd 
What was the message I received ? 

Why certainly the captain rav'd ? 

To dine with her ! and come at three I 

Impossible ! it can't be me. 

Or may be I mistook the wofd ; 

My lady — ^it must be my lord. 
My lord's abroad ; my lady too : 

What must th' unhappy doctw do ? 

" Is Captain Cracherode here, pray ?*' — *^JSo.^^ 

*' Nay, then 'tis time for me to go." 

Am I awake, or do I dream ? 

I'm sure he call'd me by my name; 

Nam'd me as plain as he could speak ; 

And yet there must be some mistake* 

Why, what a jest should I have been. 

Had now my lady been within I 

What could I've said ? I'm mighty glad 

She went abroad — she'd thought me mad*. 

The hour of dining now is past : ' 

Well then^ I'll e'en go home and fast ; 

And, since I 'scap'd being made a scofl^ 

I think I'm very fairly oflF. ' 

My lady now returning home. 

Calls, " Cracherode, is the doctor come ?** 

He had not heard of him — ** Pray see, 

'Tis now a quarter after three.*' 

The captain walks about, and searches 

Through all the rooms, and courts, and arches ; 

Examines all the servants round. 
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My lady could not chooee but wonder : 

^< Captain, I fear youVe made some blunder ; 

But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 

VU try his manners once again ; 

If rudeness be th' effect of knowledge. 

My son shall never see a college.'' 

The captain was a man of reading. 
And much good sense, as well as breeding ; 
Who, loath to blame, or to incense, 
Said little in his own defence. 
Next day another message brought : 
The doctor, frighten'd at his fault, 
Is dress'd, and stealing through the crowd, 
Now pale as death, *then blush'd and bow'd,- 
Panting — and faltering-— hnifimM and ha'dt 
" Her ladyship was gone abroad ; 
The captain too — he did not know 
Whether he ought to stay or go ;*' 
Begg'd she'd forgive him. In conclusion. 
My lady, pitying his confusion, 
Call'd her good nature to relieve him ; 
Told him, she thought she might believe him ; 
And would not only grant his suit. 
But visit him, and eat some fruit ; 
Provided, at a proper time 
He told the real tnith in rhyme: 
'Twas to no purpose to oppose, 
She'd hear of no excuse in prose. 
The doctor stood not to debate, 
Glad to compound at any rate ; 
So, bowing, seemingly complied ; 
Though, if he durst, he had denied. 
But first, resolv'd to show his taste. 
Was too refin'd to give a feast : 
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HeM treat with nothing that was raft) 

But winding walks and purer air; 

Would entertain without expense* 

Or pride or vain magnificence : 

For well he knew, to such a guest 

The plainest meals must be the best. 

To stomachs clogg'd with costly fare 

Simplicity alone is rare ; 

While high, and nice, and curious mea& 

Are really but vulgar treats. 

Instead of spoils of Persian looms, 

The costly boast of regal rooms^ 

Thought it more courtly and discreet 

To scatter roses at her feft ; 

Roses of richest die, that shone 

With native lustre, like her own : 

Beauty that needs no aid of art 

Through every sense to reach the heart. 

The gracious dame, though well she knew 

All this was much beneath her due, 

Lik'd every thing — at least thov^lit fit 

To praise it par maniire d* acquit. 

Yet she, though seeming pleas'd, can^t bear 

The scorching sun, or chilling air ; 

Disturbed alike at both extremes. 

Whether he shows or hides his beams : 

Though seeming pleas'd at all she sees. 

Starts at the ruffling of the tiees. 

And scarce can speak for want of breath, 

In half a walk fatigued to death. 

The doctor takes his hint from hence, 

T' apologize his late ofience : 

" Madam, the mighty power of use 

IN'ow strangely pleads in my excuse : 



AN APOLOGY. Ml 

If you uDUsM have scarcely strength 

To gain this w^j|^ untoward length ; 

Ify frightenM at a scene so rude, 

Through long disuse of solitude ; 

If, long confin'd to fires and screens, 

You dread the waving of these greens ; 

If you, who long have breath'd the fiimes 

Of city fogs and crowded rooms^ 

Do now solicitously shun 

The cooler air and dazzling sun ; 

If his majestic eye you flee, 

Learn hence t' excuse and pity me. 

Consider what it is to bear 

The powder'd courtier''s witty sneer; 

To see th' important man of dress 

Scoffing my college ^iwkwardness ; 

To be the strutting cornet's sport, 

To mn the gauntlet of the coui-t, 

Winning my way by slow approaches, 

Through crowds of coxcombs and of coache^ 

From the first fierce cockaded sentry, 

Ctuite through the tribe of waiting gentry ; 

To pass so many crowded stages, 

And stand the staring of your pages; 

And after all, to crown my spleen. 

Be told — * You are not to be seen : 

Or, if you are, be forc'd to bear 

The awe of your majestic air. 

And can I then be faulty found, 

In dreading this vexatious rounds 

Can it be strange, if I eschew 

A scene so glorious and so new ? 

Or- is he criminal that flies 

The living histreof your eyes? 
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THE DEAN'S MANNER OF MVINO. 

On rainy days alone I dine 
Upon a chick and pint of wine. 
On rainy days I dine alone, 
And pick my chicken to the bone : 
But this my servants much enrages. 
No scraps remain to save board wages. 
In weather fine I nothing spend. 
But often spunge upon a friend : 
Yet, where he's not so rich as I, 
I pay my club^ and so good b'ye. 



VERSES MADE POR FRUIT WOMEN, &c 

APPLES. 

Comb buy my fine wares, 
Plumbs, apples, and pears, 
A hundred a penny. 
In conscience too many : 
Come, will you (lave any ? 
My children are seven, 
I wish them in Heaven ; 
My husband a sot. 
With his pipe and his pot, 
Not a farthing will gain them, 
And I must maintain them. 
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ASPARAGUSw 

HiPE 'sparagras, 
Fit for lad or lass, 
To make their water pass : 
O, 'tis pretty pickiiig 
With a tender chicken I 



ONIONS. 

Come, follow me by the smell. 
Here are delicate onions to sell, 
I promise to use you well. 
They make the blood warmer; 
Tou'll feed like a farmer : 
For this is every cook's opinion) 
No savoury dish without an onion ; 
But, lest your kissing should be spoil'd^ 
Your onions must be thoroughly boil'd : 

Or else you may spare 

Tour mistress a share. 
The secret will never be known ; 

She cannot discover 

The breath of her lover, 
'But think it as sweet as her own. 



OYSTERS. 



Cha&mino oysters I cry ; 
IM^ masters, come buy. 
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So plump and so fresh, 
So sweet is their flesh, 
No Colchester oyster 
Is sweeter and moister : 
Tour stomach they settle, 
And rouse up your mettle : 
They'll make you a dad 
Of a lass or a lad ; 
Aod madam your wife 
They'll please to the life; 
Be she barren, be she old, ^ 
Be she slut, or be she scold, 
'Eat my oysters, and lie near her, 
She'll be fruitful, never fear her. 



HERRINGS. 

Bs not sparing! 
Leave off swearing.* 
Buy my herring 
Fresh from Malahide,"^ ' 

Better never was tri'd. 
Come, eat them with pure fresh butter and imiiGitard^ 
Their bellies are soft, and as white as a custards 
Come, sixpence a dozen to get me itome bread. 
Or, like my own herrings, J soon shall be dead. 

^ Near Dublin. 
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C|RAN6£S. 



Go'sM^ mj fine orangee, sauce for your real, 
.nd charming when squeezM in a pot of brown ale; 
iTell roasted, with sugar and wine in a cup, 
'hej'll make a sweet bj^fai^ when gentlefolks sup. 



ON ROVER. A LADY'S SPANIEL. 

IKSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTER.* 

Bafpiest of the spaniel race. 
Painter, with thy colours grace : 
Draw his forehead lai^e and high^ 
Draw his blue and humid eye; 
Draw his neck so smooth and rounct 
Little neck with ribbands bound ! 
And the muscly swelling breast 
Where the Loves and Graces rest; 
And the spreading even back, 
Soft, and sleek, and glossy black | 
And the tail that gently twines. 
Like the tendrils of the vines; 
And the silky twisted hair. 
Shadowing thick the velvet ear ; 
Velvet ears, which, hanging low. 
O'er the veiny temples flow. 

With a proper light and shad^ 
Let the winding hoop be laid ; 

< In ridicQle of Philip^ poem era MlA CUx\^t«^ 
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And vfidnn that archiog bower 
(Secret circle, mjstic power) 
In a downy slumber place 
Happiest of the spaniel race ; 
While the soft ire^idg dame, 
Glowhig with the softest ftme^ 
On the ravish'd favourite podrs 
Balmy dews, aminrosial showers ! 
With thy utmost skill express 
Nature in her richest dress, 
Limpid rivers smoothly flowing. 
Orchards by those rivarsblowii:^; 
Curling woodbine, myrtle shade, 
And the gay enamell'd mead ; 
Where the linnets sit and sing, 
Little sportlings of the 6pririg; 
Where the breathiiig field and grove 
Sooth the heart, and kindle love. 
Here for me, and for ihe Muse, 
Colours of resemblance choose, 
Make of lineahiehts divine, 
Daply female spaniels shine, 
Pretty fondlings of^the fair, 
Gentle damsels' gentle dire ; 
But to one alone impart 
All the flattery of thy art. 
Crowd each feature, crowd each grace. 
Which complete the desperate facei 
Let the spotted wanton dame 
Feel a new resistless flame ; 
Let the happiest of his race 
AVin the fair to his embrace. 
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But in shade the rest conceal, 
Kor to sight their joys reveal, 
Lest the pencil and the Muse 
Xoose desires and thoughts infuse. 



TO THE REV. pR. SWIFT, DEAN OF ST. 

PATRICK'S. 

JL BIRTH-DAY POEM. NOV. 30, 1736. 

To you, roy tine and faitliful friend* 
These tributary lines I send, 
Wliich every year, thou best of deans, 
I'll pay as long as life remains; 
But did you know one half the paiu, 
What work, what racking of the brain, 
It costs me for a single clause. 
How long I'm forc'd to think and pause ; 
How long I dwell upon a proem, 
To introduce your birth-day poem^ 
How many blotted lines; I know it, 
Tou'd have compassion for the poet. 

Now, to describe the way I think, 
I take in hand itiy pen and ink; 
I rub my forehead, scratch ^ly head, 
Revolving all the rhymes I read. , 

Each complimental thought sublime, 
Reduc'd by favourite Pope to rhym^ 
And those by you to Oxford writ, 
With true simplicity and wit* 
Yet after all I cannot find 
One panegyric to my mind. 
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Now I begiu to fret and blot. 
Something I schem'd, but quite forgot ; 
My fancy turns a thousand ways 
Through ail the several- forms of praise. 
What elogy may best become 
The greatest dean in Christendom. 

At last IVe hit upon a thought 

Sure this will do 'tis good for nought- 

This line I peevishly erace, 
And choose another in its place; 
Again I try, again commence, 
" But cannot well express the sense ; 
The line's too short to hold my meaning ; 
I'm cramp'd, and cannot bring the Dean in. 

for a rhyme to glorious birth ! 

I've hit upon't The rhyme is eaith- 

But how to bring it in, or fit it, 

1 know not, so I'm forc'd to quit it. 
Again I try — I'll sing the man — 

Ay do, says Phoebus, if you can ; 
I wish with all my heart you would not. 
Were Horace now alive he could not : 
And will you venture to pursue, 
What none alive or dead could do ? 
Pray see, did ever Pope or Gay 
Presume to write on his birth-day ? 
Though both were fav'rite bards of mine, 
The task they wisely both decline. 
With grief I felt his admonition, 
And much lamented ray condition : 
Because I could not be content 
Without some grateful compliment. 
If not the poet, sure the friend 
Must 80W\evVi\v\« OTv -^QMx \wt\Xvday send. 
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I scraich'd, and rubb'd my head once more: 
*' Let ev'iy patriot him adore." 
Alackaday, there's nothing in't — 
Such stuff will never do in print. 

Pray, reader, ponder well the sequel, 
I hope this epigram will take well. 

In others, life is deemM a vapour. 
In Swift, it is a lasting; taper. 
Whose blaze continually refines, 
The more it burns, the more it shiaes. 

I read this epigram again, 
'Tis much too flat to fit the Dean. 

Then down I lay son(ie scheme to dream on. 
Assisted by some friendly demon. 
I slept, and dream'd (hat I should meet 
A birth-day poem in the street; 
So after all my care and rout, 
You see, dear Dean, my dream is out 



AY AND NO. A TALE FROM DUBLIN. 

WRITTEN IN 1737. 

At Dublin's high feast sat primate and dean, 
Both dress'd like divines, with band and face clean. 
Quoth Hugh of Armagh, " The mob is grown bold." 
" Ay, ay," quoth the dean, " the cause is old gold." 
" No, uo^" quoth the primate, " if causes we sift, 
This mischief arises from witty dean Swift." 
The smart one replied, " There's no wit in the case ; 
And nothing of that ever troubled your grace. 
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Though with your state sieve jour own notioos you 

split, 
A Boulter by name is no bolter of wit. 
ICb matter of weight, and a mere money job; 
But the lower the coin the higher the mob. 
Go tell your firiend Bob and the other great foIk» 
That sinking the coin is a dangerous joke. 
The Irish dear jojs have enough common sense. 
To treat gold reduced like Wood's copper pen^. 
It is pity a prelate should die without law ; 
But if I ftay the word — take care of Armagh 2" 



AN ANSWER TO A FRIEND'S QUESTION.* 

Thk furniture that best doth please 
St. Patrick's Dean, good sir, are these : 
The knife and fork with which I eat ; 
And next the pot that boils the meat ; 
The next to be preferr'd, I think. 
Is the glass in which I drink ; 
The shelves on which my books I keep ; 
And the bed on which I sleep; 
An antique elbow-chair between, 
Big enough to hold the Dean ; 
And the stove tliat gives delight 
In the cold bleak wintry night; 
To these we add a thiag below, 
More for use reservM than show : 
These are what the Dean do please ; 
All superfluous are but these. 

* Ascribed to Br. ^V\^,WV.v»«^l'«V^«*.^«a«sA^ PT. 
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EPIGRAM* 

Behold ! a-proof of Irish sense $ 

Here Irish wit is seen ! 
When nothing's lefl, that's worth defence 

We build a magazine. 



TO^DR. SWIFT, ON HIS BIRTH-DAY.f 

While I the godlike men of old^ 
In admiration wrapt, behold ; 
Rever'd antiquity explore, 
Aild turn the long-liv'd volumes o'er ; 
Where Cato, Plutarch, Flaccus. shine^ 
In every excellence divine : 
I grieve that our degenerate days 
Produce no mighty soul like these : 

* The Dean, in his lunacy, had some intervals of sense : at^hiclt 
time his guardians or physicians took him out for the air. On one of 
these days, when they came to the Park, Swift remarked a new build* 
ing, which he had never seen, and asked what is was designed fi>r. 
To which Dr. Kingsbury answered, ** That, Mr. Dean, is the maga- 
sine for arms and powder, ftjr the security of the cttyi" " Oh ! oh !'• 
says the Dean, pulling out his pocketbook, ** let me take an Uem of 
that. This is worth remarking : ' my tablets,' at Bamlet says, * my 
tablets— memory, put down that !*' — MThlch produced the alKnre lines, 
said to be the last he ever wrote. N. 

t Written by Mrs. Pilkington, at a time when she wished to be in. 
troduced to the Dean. The verses being presented to him by Dr. 
Delany, he kindly accepted the compliment. N. 
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Patriot, philosopher, and bard, 

Are names unknown, and seldom heard. 

" Spare your reflection," Phoebus ones ; 
'* 'Tisas ungrateful as unwise : 
Can you complain, this sacred day, 
That virtues or that arts decay ? 
Behold in Swift reviv'd appears 
The virtues of unnumber'd years ; 
Behold in him, with new delight, 
The patriot, bard, and sage, unite ; 
And know, I erne in that name 
Shall rival Greece and Rome in fam^.-' 



ON DR. SWIFT. 173S. 

No pedant Bentley, proud, uncouth, 
"Nov sweetening dedicator smooth, 
In one attempt has ever dar^d 
To sap, or storm, this mighty bard. 
JNfor Envy does, nor Ignorance, 
Hyiake on his works the least advance. 
For this^ behold ! still flies afar 
Where'er his genius does appear ; 
Nor h^ that ought to do abore. 
So meddles not with Swift and Jove. 
A faithful, universal fame 
In glory spreads abroad his name ; 
Pronounces Swift, with loudest breathi 
Tmmortal grown before his deaths 
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EPIGRAMS, 

CCASIONED BY DR. SWIFT'b INTENDED HOSPITAJ. 
FOR IDIOTS AND LUNATICS. 

I. 

The Deao must die — our idiots to maiutaio ! 
Perish, ye idiots ! and long live the Dean ! 

II. 
O Genius of Hibernians state. 
Sublimely good, severely great. 
How doth this latest act excel 
All you have done or -wrote so well ! 
Satire may be the child of spite, 
And fame might bid the Drapier write :: 
But to relieve, and to endow, 
Creatures that know not whence or how,. 
Argues a soul both good and wise, 
Resembling him who rules the skies. 
He to the thoughtful mind displays 
Immortal skill ten thousand ways ; 
And, to complete bis glorious task^ 
Gives what we have not sense to ask.?. 

ra. 
Lo ! Swift to idiots t)equeaths bis store : 
Be wise, ye rich ! — cQosidiCX thus the poor.!: 



ct 2 
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ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK^S^ 

BIRTH-DAY. 

BEING ON NOV. 30, ST. ANDREW'S DAY. 

Between the hours of tvelve and oae, 
Wbeo half the workl to rest vere gone, 
Eatranc'd id softest sleep I Idjy 
Forgetful of an anxious day ; 
From every care and labour free, 
My soul as calm as it could be. 

The queen of dreanis» well pleasM to fnd 
Ad undisturb'd and vacant nundy 
With magic pencil trac'd my brain. 
And there she drew St. Patrick's dean ;, 
I straight beheld on either hand 
Two saints, like guardian angeb, standi 
And either daim'd him lor their son, 
And thus the high dispute begun i 

St. Andrew first, with reason strong; 
Maintained to him he did belong. 
^ Swift is my own, by r%ht divine, 
All bom upoQ this day are mine.^ 

St. Patrick said, '' I own this tni^ 
So far he does belong to you ! 
But in my church he's born again, 
Jtty son adopted, and my Dean. 
VTben first the Christian truth I spreai)^ 
The poor within this isle I fed. 
And darkest errors banish'd hence, 
.. Made knowledge in their pkce commence : 
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Kay more, at mj divioe commaad, 
All Qoxious creatures fled the land. 
I made both peace and pleotj smile. 
Hibemia was vxy favourite iisle ; 
Now his — fox he suicceeds to me. 
Two angels cannot more agree. 

'' His joy Uy to relieve the poor | 
Behold them weekly at his door ! 
His knowledge toa> in brightest rays, 
He like the sun to all conveys^ 
Shows wisdom in a single page. 
And in one hour instructs an age. 
When ruin lately stood around 
Th' enclosures of my sacred ground, 
He gloriously did interpose, 
And sav'd it from invading foes; 
For this I claim immortal Swift, ' 

As my own son, and Heaven's best gift.^ 

The Caledonian saint enrag'd, 
Now closer in diqpnte engag'd. 
Essays to prove, by transmigration* 
The Dean is of the Scottish nation ; 
And, to confirm the truth, he chose 
The loyal soul of great Montrose ; 
*' Montrose and he are both the same, 
They^nly differ in the qame: 
Both heroes in a rigbteous cause, 
Assert their liberties and laws; 
He's now the same, Mpntrose was thjBO^ 
But that the sword is tumM a pen, 
A pen of so great power, each word 
jpefends beyond the hero's sword/' 

Now wprds grew b%lir-rWie can't suppose 
Immortals ever come to blows. 

a 3 
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But least uDnily passion should 
Degrade them into flesh and blood. 
An angel quick from Heaven descends. 
And he at once the contest ends : 

** Ye reverend pair from discord cease, 
Te both mistake the present case ; 
One kingdom cannot have pretence 
To so much virtue ! so much sense ! 
Search Heaven's record ; and there you'll find, 
That he was bom for all mankind." 



AN EPITSLE TO ROBERT NUGENT, Esq.* 

WITH A PICTURE OF DR. SWIFT. 

BT WILLIAM OUNKIN, O. D.f 

To gratify thy long desire 
(So Love and Piety require,) 
From Bindon's:|: colours you may trace 
The patnot's venerable face. 
The last, O Nugent ! which his art 
Shall ever to the world impart : 

*• Created Baron Nugent and Viscount Clare, Dec. 20. ItiBG. N. 

t This elegant tribute of gratitude, as h was written at that dismat^ 
period of the Dean's life when aU suspicion of flattery most vanish, 
reflects the highest honour on the ingenious writer, and cannot but 
be agreeable to the admirers of Dr. Swift. N. 

X Samud Bindon, Esq. one of the greatest painters and architects 
of his time. On account of his age, and some little failure in his 
sight, he threw aside his pencil soon after the year 1750; and after- 
ward lived to a good old age, greatly beloved and respected by all 
who had the happiness either of bis firicnddiip or ac^iaintuMe. He 
«ed June 2, 1765. N. 
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For know, the* prime of mortal men, 
That matchless monarch of the peu 
(Whose labours, like the genial suo, 
Shall through revolving ages run, 
Yet never, like the sun, decline, 
But in their full meridian shine,) 
That evei^honour'd, envied sage, 
So long the wonder of his age, 
Who charmM us with his golden straio. 
Is not the shadow of the Dean ; 
He only breathes Boeotian air — 
" O t what a falling off was there \'^ 

Hibeiuia's Helicon is dry, 
Invention, Wit, and Humour die ; 
And what remains against the storm. 
Of Malice, but an empty form? 
The nodding ruins of a pile, 
That stood the bulwark of this isle ? 
In which the sisterhood was fix'd 
Of candid Honour, Truth unmix'd, 
Imperial Reason, Thought profound^. 
And Charity, diffusing round 
In cheerful rivulets to flow 
Of Fortune to the sons of wo ? 

Such once, my Nugent, was thy Swiff, 
Endued with each exalted gift. 
But lo ! the pure ethereal flame 
Is darkened by a misty steam : 
The balm exhausted breathes no smell, 
The rose is wither'd ere it fell. 
That godlike supplement of lEeiw, 
Which held the wicked world in awe,. 
And eould the tide of faction stem^ 
Is but a i^ell without the gem. 



g14 SWIFT'S PO£M@i 

TesoDS of geniMBi wba w^nid aim 
To build aa ^verlaetiiig fame» 
And, in the field of lettered arts, 
Display the trophies of your parti^ 
To yonder maouon turn aside, 
And mortify your groving pride. 
Behold the brightest of the race, 
And Nature's honour, in dii^prace : 
With humble resigUAtioa own. 
That all your talento are a loan ; 
By Providence advanced for use, 
Which you should study to produce. 
Beflect, the mental stock, alas I 
However current now it pass, 
May haply be recall'd from you 
Before the grave demands his due. 
Then, while your morning star proceedj^ 
Directs your course to worthy deeds^ 
In fuller day discharge your debts ; 
For, when your sun of reason sel^ 
The night succeeds ; and all your schemes 
Of glory vauish with your dreams. 

Ah ! where is now the supple train, 
That danc'd attendance on the Diean ? 
Say, where are those facctioufl folksy 
Who shook with laughter at bis jokef^ 
And with attentive rapture hung 
On wisdom, dropping from his toog^e$ 
Who look'd wi.^ high disdainful pri^e 
On all the busy world beside. 
And rated his proidifptioos more 
Than treasures of Peruvian o|re ? 
Good Ghristiaos ! th^y with bepded koeef 
logulfd the wine, but loath tjbe lees,, 
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Avarting (so the text cominaiidEs,) 
Wiih ardent eyes aod upcast haad% 
The cup of fiCHrrow from tlieir Upsi 
And flj, like rats from sliikiog ships. 
While some, \vho by his friendship rose 
To wealth, in concert with his foes 
Run counter to their fiormer trael^ 
Like old Actseon's horrid pack 
Of yelling mungrels, in requitab 
To riot on their master's vitals; 
And, where they cannot blast bis laurel^ 
Attempt to stigmatize his morak; 
Through Scandal's magnifying glasfl 
His Gnbles view, but virtues pass» 
And on the ruins of his fame 
Erect an ignominious oame. 
So vermin foul, of vile extraction, 
The spawn of dirt and putre&ctioo^ 
The sounder members traverse o'er, 
But fix and fatten on a sore; 
Hence ! peace, ye wretches, who revile 
His wit, his humour, and bis style ; 
Since all the monsters which he drew 
Were only meant to copy you; 
And, if the coloiffs be not fainter^ 
Arraign yourselves, and not the painter. 

Bitt, O ! that He, who gave him breaU), 
Dread arbiter of life and deatii; 
That He, the moving soul of adi, 
The sleeping spirit would teoally 
And crown him with trlumphaiit mtit^ 
For all his past heroic deeds,. 
In mansions of unbroken rest, 
The bright tepMc of the bless'd ! 
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Irradiate his benighted miod 

With living light of light refin'd ; 

And these the blank of thou^t employ 

Wiih objects of immortal joy ! 

Yet, irhile he drags the sad remains^ 

Of life, slow-ereeping through his yeiosi 

Above the yiews of private ends^ 

The tributary Muse attends^ 

To prop his feeble steps, or shed 

The pious tear around bis bed. 

So pilgrims, with devout complaints, 
Frequent the graves of martyr'd saints, 
Inscribe their ^orth in artless lines, 
And, in their stead, embrace their shrines. 



ON THE DRAWER- 

BY DE. DUNKIN.* 



Undone by fools at home, abroad by knaves, 
The isle of saints became the land of slaves. 
Trembling beneath her proud oppressor's hand ; 
But, when thy reason thunder'd through the ]and» 



* See the translation of Carberie Rapes, in vol. X. In the Select 
Poetical Works of Dr. Dunkin, pablished at Dublin in 1770, are foar 
well-chosen compliments to the Deau on his birthday, and a very ha* 
morons poetical advertisement for a copy of Vir^l Travestie, which,, 
at the Dean's request, Dr. Dunkin had much corrected, and afterward 
lost After o6Ebring a gmaU reward to whoerer will restore it, he 
adds, 

■ 

*' Or i^ when this book shall be offerM to sale, 
A07 printer will stop it, the bard wiQ not fkU 



EPITAPH PROPOSED. 77* 

Then all the public spirit breath'd in thee, 
And al], except the sous of guilt, were free. 
Blest isle, blest patriot, ever glorious sti-ife ! 
Tou gave her freedom, as she gave you life ! 
Thus Cato fought, \ihom Brutus copied well, 
And with those rights, for which you stand, befell. 



EPITAPH, PROPOSED FOR DR. SWIF*. 

1745. 



B1C JACET 
SEMOCRITVS ILLE NEOTERICTS, RABELAE8IT8 I768TXK, 
XftNATBAN SWIFT, 8. T. P. HVIV8 CATHEDRALI8 NUPER DECAlfYSt 
JIOMI, MV8ARVM, MINERVAE, ALVMNV8 PERftVAM DILECTVS} 
JNSVLSIS, HTPOCRITIS, THEOMACHIS, IVXTA XX08VS ; 
Q,VOS TRIBVTIM 8VMH0 CVM LEPORE 
DERISIT, DENVDAYIT, DEBELLATIT. 
PATRIAE INFELICIS PATR05V8 IMPIOERf ET PROPVONAT^K 
PRIM0RE8 ARRIPVIT, POPVLVMaVE INTERRITVS, 
VNI SCILICET AECIVVS VIRTTTl. 
BANC FAVILLAM 
SI dUIS ADES, NEC PENITVS EXCORS TIDETVR, 
PEBITA SPARGES I.ACRTMA. 



To make over the issues t^nd profits accruing 
From thence to the printer, for his care in so doing; 
Provided he first to the poet will send it, 
That where it is wrong, he may alter and mend it.'* 

Several instances of Dr. Swift's regard for this ingenious writer wAj 
be seen in tiie present collection. See vol. XIX. p. IM. N« 
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EPIGRAM ON TWO GREAT MEN. 17itfL 

Two geniuses one age aad nation grace : 
Pride of our isles, and boast of human race I 
Great sage ! great bard ! supreme in knowledge bom I 
The world to mend, enlighten, and adorn ! 
Truth m Cimmerian darkness pours the day t 
Wit drives in smiles the gloom of minds away I 
Ye kindred suns on high, ye glorious spheres, 
Whom have ye seen, in twice three thousand year^ 
Whom have ye seen, like these, of mortal birth ;. 
Though Archimede and Horace blest the earth? 
Barbarians, from th* Equator to the Poles^ 
Hark ! reason calls ! wisdom awakes your souls t 
Te regions, ignorant of Walpole's name ; 
Ye climes, where kings shall ne'er extend their hme^ 
Where men, miscalPd, God's image have defac'd. 
Their form belied, and human shape disgraced I 
Ye two-legg'd wolves ! slaves ! superstitious scmis ! 
Ijords ! soldiers ! holy Vandals ! modem Huns ! 
Boors, mufties, monks; in Russia, Turkey, Spain! 
Who does not know Sir Isaac, and Thb Dbah? 



TO THE MEMORY OF DOCTOR SWIFT. 

When wasteful death has closed the Poet's eyes, 
And low in earth his mortal essence lies ; 
When the bright flame, that once his breast inspir'd. 
Has to its first, its noblest seat retir'd; 
All worthy minds, whom love of jnerit sways. 
Should shade from slander his rei^»ected bays; 
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And bid that fame, his useful labours woo. 
Pure and untainted through all ages run* 

Envj's a fiend all excellence pursues, 
But mostly poets favour'd bj the Muse : 
Who wins the laurel, sacred verse bestows. 
Makes all, who fail in like attempts, his foes \ 
No puny wit of malice can complain. 
The thorn is theirs, who most applauses gain* 

Whatever gifts or graces Heaven designed 
To raise man's genius, or enrich his mind. 
Were Swift's to boast — alike his merits claim. 
The statesman's knowledge, and the poet's flamei 
The patriot's honour, zealous to defend 
His country's rights — ^ud faitJtful to the end; 
The sound divine, whose charities display'd 
He more by viitue than by forms was sway'd ; 
Temperate at board, and frugal of his store, 
Which he but spar'd, to make his bounties more^ 
The generous Mend, whose heart alike caress'd^ 
The friend triumphant, or the friend distress'd ; 
Who could unpain'd another's merit spy, 
Nor view a rival's fame with jaundicM eye; 
Humane to all, his love was unconfin'd. 
And in its scope embrac'd all humankind; 
Sharp, not malicious, was his charming wi^ 
And less to anger than reform he writ ; 
Whatever rancour his productions show'd. 
From scorn of vice and folly only flow'd ; 
He thought that fools were an invidious race. 
And held no measures with the vain or base^ 

Virtue so clear ! who labours to destroy, 
Shall find the charge can but himself annoy : 
The slanderous thefl to his own breast recoils, 
Who seeks renown from injur'd merit's spoils; 
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All hearts unite, and Heaven with man coDspirts 
To guard those virtues, she herself admires. 

O sacred bard ! — once ours ! — but now no mor^ 
Whose loss, for ever, Ireland must deplore. 
No earthly laurels needs thy happy brow, 
Above the poet's are thy honours now : 
Above the patriot's (though a greater name 
Ko temporal monarcl) for his crown can claim.) 
From noble breasts if envy might ensue. 
Thy death is all the brave can envy you." 
Tou died, when merit (to its fate resign'd) 
Saw scarce one friend to genius left behind. 
When shining parts did jealous hatred breed) 
And 'twas a crime in science to succeed, 
When ignorance spread her hateful mbt aroun^ 
And dunces only an acceptance found. 
What could such scenes in noble minds beget. 
But life with pain, and talents with regret ? 
Add, that thy spirit from the world retir'd. 
Ere hidden foes its farther grief conspir'd ; 
No treacherous friend did stories yet contrive^ 
To blast the Muse he flatter'd when alive, 
Or sordid printer (by his influence led) 
Abus'd the fame that first bestow'd him breads 
Slanders so mean, had he whose nicer ear 
Abhorr'd all scandal, but survived to hear. 
The fraudful tale had stronger scorn supply'd. 
And he (at length) with more disdain had died. 

But since detraction is the portion here 
Of all who virtuous durst, or great, appear. 
And the free soul no true existence gains^ 
While earthy particles its flight restrains, 
The greatest favour grimful Death can show, 
is wilh «^\&d^xt to expedite the blow« 
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So thought the Dean, ifho, anxious for his fate, 
Sigh'd for release^ and deem'd the blessing late. 
And sure if virtuous souls (life's travail past) 
Enjoy (as churchmen teach) repose at last. 
There's cause to think, a mind so firmly good, 
Who vice so long, and lawless power, withstood^ 
Has reach'd the limits of that peaceful shore. 
Where knaves molest, and tyrants awe, no more f 
These blissfiil seats the pious but attain, 
Where incorrupt, immortal spirits reign. 
There his own Parnell strikes the living lyre, 
And Pope harmonious joins the tuneful choir ; 
His Stella too (no more to forms confin'd. 
For heavenly beings all are of a kind) 
Unites with his the treasures of her mind, 
With warmer friendships bids their bosoms glow, 
Nor dreads the rage of vulgar tongues below. 
Such pleasing hope the tranquil breast enjoys, 
Whose inward peace no conscious crime annoys ; 
While guilty minds Irresolute appear. 
And doubt a state their vices needs must fear. 

R— T B- X. 

Dublin, 
Nov. 4, 1755. 
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AN INSCRIPTION 

KHTEKDID FOR A COMPARTMENT IN DR. SWIVT's MOVT- 

MENT, DESIGNED BY CUNNINGHAM, ON 

COLLEGE GREEN^ DUBLIN. 

Sat, to the Drapier's vast unbounded fame. 

What added honours can the sculptor give ? 

None. — ^'Tis a sanction from the Drapier's name 

Must bid the sculptor and his marble live. 
Jane 4, 176$. 



AN EPIGRAM. 

OOCASIONED BY THE ABOVE INSCRIPTION. 

Which gave the Drapier birth two realms contend; 
And each asserts her poet, patriot, friend : 
Her mitre jealous Britain may denj; 
That loss lerue's laurel shall supply : 
Through life's low vale, she, grateful, gave him bread; 
Her vocal stones shall vindicate him dead. 

17t>6. W.B.J. N. 
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VERSES 

Oir TWO CXIiSBRATED MODERN POETS. 

Behold, those moDarch oaks, that rise, 
With lofty branches, to the skies, 
Have large proportionM roots that grow 
With equal lon^tude below : 
Two bards, that now in fashioa rdgn, 
Most aptty this device explaio : r 
If this to clouds and stars will venture, 
That creeps as far to reach the centre; 
Or, more to show the thing I mean, 
JSave you not o'er a sawpit se^ 
A skiird mechanic, that has stood 
High on a length of prostrate wood. 
Who hirM a subterraneous friend 
To take his iron by the end; 
But which exceJlM was never found, 
The man above, or under giound. 

The moral is so plain to hit, 
That, had I been the god of wit, ' 
Then, in a sawpit and wet weather. 
Should Young 4uid Philips drudge togeth^.* 



* This ii to be underBtoed as a censure only of the poetical cbarac- 
T of those gentlemeD. As men, the Dean esteemed them both ; aid 
1 Philips in p«ft2toilar coBfeiveH Mtvy sigQal sdi ef friendiSup. J^ 
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UPON CARTHY^S* THREATENING Td 
TRANSLATE PINDAR. 

Tovliaye undone Horace, — what should Jiioder 
Thj Muse from falluig upon Piodar ? 
But ere jou mount his fiery steed, 

Beware, O Bard, bow you proceed : 

For should you give him once the reins. 
High up in air he'll turn your brains ; 
And if you should his fury check, 
^is ten to one he breaks your neck. 



Dr. Swift wrote the following epigram on one 
Delacourt'b comflimkmting Cartht, a school 
master, on his poetry. 

Cartht, you say, writes well — ^his genius true ; 
Tou pawn your word for him — ^he'Il vouch for you. 
So two poor knaves, who find their credit fail. 
To cheat the world, become each other's bail. 

* Carthy, a scribbling schoolmaiter, wrote some severe lines on 
Dr. Swift and his friends. F. 



END OF THE ELEVENTH TOLVHE. 
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